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PREFACE. 



In presenting her collection of "Wild 
Flowers^^ to the acceptance of a discriminating 
pubUc, their cultivator entertains an irrepressible 
degree of timidity; and under its influence, 
only ventures to hope that the felt partiahties 
of the lovers of Nature, may dispose them to 
receive her humble tribute to its charms with 
a generous indulgence. 

Her aim has been to imbue with a tone 
of reUgious or moral sentiment, each eflFort of 
her muse, and she now places the simple 
bouquet it has gratified her to cull and arrange 
at the feet of others, trusting that although it 



VI PREFACE. 

be not redolent with ^'orient perfumes," yet that 
some of its blossoms will emit a fragrance which 
shall please the kind-hearted, and gratify the 
sensibilities of the candid and ingenuous. 

It would be unpardonable to dismiss these 
prefatory intimations without recording her 
grateful sense of the welcome countenance she 
has met with from a large circle of subscribing 
friends, but for whose kindness this Uttle Work 
would never have come forth from its seclusion, 
and to whom she would thus oflFer her most 
sincere and emphatic acknowledgments. 

C. S. P. 



Nelson House, 
Devonport, May 1844. 
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WILD FLOWERS, 



NATUEE'S MINSTEELSY. 

Allured by Nature's syren voice, 
Througli grove and woodland glen, 

My fancy revels in the choice, 
Which glows beneath her ken, 

And with a tremulous desire, 

Woos the soft murmurs of her lyre. 

Pure fount of imalloyed lore ! 

Each darkling gleam dispart ; — 
The God of Nature to adore. 

Lave this polluted heart. 
And bid its every impulse move. 
In captive thrillings to thy love. 



NATUBE^S MINSTRELSY. 

Here let me dip my airy wing, 

In floods of burnished light. 
Which o'er the dark horizon fling 

A smile, to welcome night. 
As stealthily her ebon car. 
Wheels round and round each peering star. 

Then, as the hueless shades of jet. 

Shrink from Aurora's gaze. 
And a crystal-banded coronet. 

Her rosy blushes grace. 
My muse shall court the sybilFs power. 
Presiding o'er the matin hour. 

Anon, the glorious tracery. 

Of " golden summer" tide. 
With its purple mantled pageantry. 

Shall '' doflF to me its pride" ;— 
The dulcet numbers of my lyre, 
^ohan sighings shall inspire. 

The crested waterfall shall bring 
Its music to my heart; 



NATUBB^S .MINSTRELSY. 

The choral tribe with russet wing, 

Their dreams of love impart ; 
The tangled copse, and greenwood bower, 
Shall each present a votive dower. 

With all that ^s bright and beautiful. 

Companionship I crave. 
From lily .cup that zephyrs lull. 

Upon the streamlet^s wave — 
To tall, umbrageous linden trees. 
Which flaunt their leafets in the breeze. 

Oh ! when the gush of joyousness. 
Beats warm within my breast. 

Each thrilling pulse of tenderness. 
Boused from its wonted rest. 

Shall echo through the vaulted dome. 

Sweet Nature ! of thy sunUt home. 

Or, if in solitude I pine. 

Lamenting joys departed, 
A blissful, tearless smile of thine. 

Shall cheer the heavy-hearted : 



Oh ! sweetly shall thy myrtled brow. 
Athwart my path, its blessing throw. 

Then wide bespread thy teeming scroll. 

Enchantress of the wild. 
Each fevered dream of hope control. 

That hath my heart beguiled; 
And ever on thy guileless mien, 
A reigning Deity be seen. 



ECHO. 

Mysterious visitant ! whence comest thou? 

Thy fairy footfall hath a noiseless tread ; 

Roameth thy spirit on the mountain's brow? 

Or gleams its shadow 'mongst the silent dead ? 
Sweet echo, answer me ! 
Oh 1 I shall sing so soft and clear. 
Thy mellow-toned response to hear; — 
Say, are those strains which fitfully 
Swell on the gale — then mount above. 
The sighings of a spirit's love ? 

Echo. The sighings of a spirit's love. 



ECHO. 

" Son of the rock'' as Ossian wildly sings, 
How dwells sucli pathos in thy stony heart ? 
Does not the rustling of bright angel wings. 
Blend in the wailings of thy mystic art ? 
Come, gentle spirit, come 
Out from thy hermit, rock-built cell, 
In whispers low the secret tell; 
Sweet peans rolling thro' thy dome. 
Glow they not with seraphic fire ? 
The thrillings of an angel's lyre ? 
Echo. The thrillings of an angel's lyre. 



^' Thou music" of the ever-whirling ^' spheres," 
As Plato in his wisdom hath divined. 
Thy harpings fail not with the lapse of years. 
Strung to the restless moanings of the wind. 
Oh I breathe to me thy sighs. 
My heart is calm — my ear attent — 
Say, is not in thy music blent 
The power that ruleth destinies ? 
Thy spirit gleams not from the sod. 
It is the '^ still, small voice" of God ! 
Echo. It is the ''still, small voice" of God. 



KILLAENET. 



Oh ! that the memories of the past. 
One faithful look of love would cast 

Upon my spirit^s shrine^ 
And with a cabalistic spell^ 
Recall from hades veiled cell^ 
The echoes of their long farewell — 
There doomed to pine. 



It is not dreams of olden time. 
Just verging on the dread sublime. 
That haimt my wistful ken ; 
Their lengthened shadows dimly fall 
Upon the tracery — shrouding all 
The forms, attent to fancy^s call, 
" Live, live again." 



KILLARNET. 7 

An Eden-scene on blighted earth. 
Where th' weary waste of hfe has birth. 

And tears a vested right ; 
On the '"^ mirror of my heart" imprest, 
In one full tone of love comprest, 
Aye lives that region of the West — 
So pure, so bright. 

Oh ! for a Titian's vieless powers, 
T' immortalize those sylvan bowers. 

That massive mountain range : 
Those placid lakes, so calm and deep, 
It were as if they loved to keep 
A long, untroubled, dreamless sleep. 
Devoid of change. 

But who can paint heaven-shadowed things. 
Where Nature in a transport flings 

Her boldest strokes of power ? 
Thy deeply purpled hill on hill. 
The verdure which thy vallies fill. 
May well defy the limner's skill. 
Thou boasted dower. 



KILLARNET. 

Killarney ! thou hast charms indeed. 
Beyond the loftiest, veriest meed 

Of eulogistic strain ; 
One glance upon thy fairy land, 
A bright oasis well may stand 
Upon the heart's mementoed strand, 
Till life shall wane. 

There — Carran TueFs lofty brow. 
Confronting pigmy tribes below. 

Like towering Babel soars ; 
And Mangerton of rival height, — 
The Toomies bursting on the sight. 
Like giants struggling in their might. 
When passion lowers. 

And sweetly slumbering in the vale,. 
The boast of many a legend tale. 

Those pearling waters flow. 
Upon whose bosom proudly rest. 
The idol treasures of the West — 
Sweet Innisfall'n — Ross — ^Dinis-^blest 
By sunbeam's glow. 



KILLABNET. 

Around those depths of liquid blue^ 
A thousand beauties ever new^ 

Burst on the ravished sight ; 
Romantic — ^picturesque — sublime. 
The loved — the blessed of every clime. 
Nursed on the lap of aged Time, 
Have here one site. 

Adown the mountain's rugged side. 
The babbling streamlets wildly glide. 
With sweetly measured tone ; 
Thou, mighty Tore, with pearl-stud crest. 
And diamond spanglets on thy breast — 
No music lulls thy heart to rest — 
Not e'en thine own. 

Within a deep, sequestered dell, 
(^Sullivan's bright waters tell 

Their murmured tale of love ; 
The interlacing arches spread. 
Like festooned drapery overhead. 
And velvet mosses 'neath your tread. 
Win smiles above. 



10 KILLAENEY. 

The loved— the '' beautiful Glen k/' 
Surrounded by its silvery spa, 

Its richly wooded shore — 
From whence aerial harpings bear 
Responses, through the charmed air. 
From heavenly portals — oh ! 'tis there 
We must adore. 



Or, 'neath the eagle's rock-built nest, 
Upon the dripping oar to rest. 

And list the cannon shot : 
Like distant thimder now it peals. 
Around the rocky barrier wheels 
In fitful gusts — ^then murmuring steals 
Within its grot. 

Still further down the gurgling tide. 
Where Tore's blue waters gently glide, 

'Mid darkling foliage seen ; 
Behold, the fierce, impetuous Weir — 
The courage of the boldest dare. 
Its frightful rapids, foaming there 
In wildest spleen. 



KILLABNET. 11 

The Arbutus with its ruby bell, 
Or clustered berry, weaveth well 
Her glossy, emerald leaf. 
With the dark hoU/s prickly gear, 
The Cypress, claiming Nature's tear. 
And forest revellers gathered near. 
In bold relief. 



-'neath the woodland's verdant shade. 
In Dinis' isle's secluded glade. 

The '' Cottage of the Glen f 
By kindly Herbert meant to bless 
The wanderer thro' this sweet recess — 
Of Nature's freaks of tenderness. 
The denizen. 

And nigh, within th' embosomed vale^ 
Of sweet Glenk's unrivalled pale, 
Kenmar€?8 retreat is seen : 
Blessings on that kind-hearted one. 
Who, loving not herself alone, 
Hath deeper rays of glory thrown 
On Kerry's sheen. 



12 KILI^ABNET. 

A little, rustic, one arched bridge, 
(Beneath whose ivy-mantled ridge 
The spotted troutlet leaps). 
To trysting Mucross^ fair demesne, 
(Dismantled of its wiles I ween) 
Sweet, rural, picturesque Brickeen, 
A portal keeps. 

And there, within the cloistered wall. 
Enclosing herbage rank and tall. 
Once dwelt the anchorite ; 
But sadly now the sculptured stone, 
Unsepulchred and blanched bone. 
And th^cold wind's shivering, shrieking moan. 
His requeim cite. 

Those pointed arches still proclaim, 
The glory of thy deathless fame. 
In vanished days of yore ; 
They speak too, of a drearier thing, — 
The shade of Time's imrested wing, 
Bhghting the heart's most joyous spring. 
E'en to its core. 



KILLARNEY. 13 

But mightiest of the mighty thou^ 
Terrific Gap of wild Dunloe ! — 

Grand — awfdl — dark — sublime^ 
Thy tortaous course thro' belted chain 
Of cloucT-wrapped mountains^ rent in twain 
By some most potent monarch's bane — 
Not kin to time. 



Thou mountain pass ! of giant form^ 
Proudly defying winter's storm^ 

Or summer Ughtning's flash ; 
Thy lowering aspect seems to wear 
The darkling hues of grim despair ; 
Strength slumbering in thy rock-built lair. 
Thy foes to crash ! 

Stem, yet magnificent thy brow. 
Frowning upon the depths below, 

In majesty of mien ; 
Thy solitary grandeur fills 
The mind with awe; the spirit thrills 
In imison with all that chills 
Thy dark ravine. 



14 KILLABNEY. 

High on thy heath impurpled breast, 
Some fitful gleams of simshine rest, 
As t^were a victor^s crown ; 
The moimtain torrent rushing by, 
The eagle boimding to the sky,' 
And echo answering plaintively. 
Thy sceptre own. 

Oh 1 Erin ! favored from above. 
Thou land of poetry — of love — 
And Nature's eloquence ; 
Well may thy patriot children boast. 
These ''gems'' upon their ''rock-boimd" coast: 
Killamey has itself a host, 

Proud to dispense. 

Oh 1 were those noble-hearted ones. 
Thy generous, yet degraded sons. 

Blessed as their island home ; 
Stem hunger gnawing at the heart — 
Tears — ^icicled ere yet they start 
In anguish, from life's vital part — 
No more their doom. 



THE queen's visit. 15 

Alas I that glory such as tliine^ 
Should radiate a fated shrine, 

Where sorrow bendeth low. 
Oh ! for the love of Ireland's weal, 
Expatriated compeers ! feel, 
Oh ! feel for those whose doom ye seal 
In wo ! wo 1 wo ! 



THE QUEEN'S VISIT TO DEVONPORT 
AND PLYMOUTH. August 1843. 

The morning sun rose gloriously. 

O'er Staddon's bronzed height, 
. And Nature seemed right earnestly, 

To "mark the day in white;" 
Our billowy main with gladsome look. 

Returned Apollo's greeting, 
The laughing eddies, now forsook. 

Now hailed the place of meeting. 

Soft zephyrs fanned the sultry air. 
And kissed the drooping flowers ; 



16 THE QUEEN^S VISIT TO 

It was a goodly sight and fair^ 

Through all those noon-tide hours ; 

And when the shades of evening drew^ 
A curtain o'er the skies^ 

The moon and stars came peering through^ 
With large and lustrous eyes. 

Full many a throbbing heart had told^ 

How quick the pulse of feelings 
When sympathies which grow not cold, 

Are ripened for revealing ; 
And one life's blood seemed then to flow. 

In rapidness of motion, 
Towards her, who placed her regal vow 

On a people's fond devotion. 

It were as if the gorgeous scene. 

Fair Cydnus once beheld. 
Around our lovely " Ocean Queen," 

In all its splendour swelled : 
A city on the mighty deep. 

Our fleet of boats appeared. 
And the sparkling waters seemed to leap, 

When the loyal people cheered. 



DBVONFOBT AND PLYMOUTH. 17 

Once in the days of maidenhood. 

Her feet had pressed our shore, 
And proudly on that barrier stood,* 

Which cahns th' Atlantic's roar : 
Her buoyant step was light and free, 

Her forehead wore no crown. 
No husband's love — ^no infant's glee, 

Responded to her own. 

A few short years — and once again. 

Our wistful eyes behold, 
The cortege of a royal train, — 

The bashful maid of old ; 
But a queenly grace is on her brow, 

New lustre in her eye, 
And willing crowds in homage bow 

To her high destiny. 

Gay banners float upon the breeze, 

And deafening shouts uprise. 
And clustering boughs from umbraged trees, 

The hand of triumph plies. 

* Plymouth Breakwater. 



18 THE QUEEN^S VISIT TO 

Well may her noble features wear, 
A happy^ trustful smUe^ 

The blighting canker of despair. 
Seems banished from her isle. 



But ah ! methinks a tear would fill. 

That royal lady's eye, 
Could but a tithe of human ill — 

One home of misery. 
In all its depth of wretchedness 

Be offered to her sight. 
In lieu of all this blessedness. 

Which looks so fair and bright. 

Too true — ^beneath that glittering show. 

Behind its shielding veil. 
Are hidden scenes of hopeless wo, 

. Which make the stout heart quail : 
But glory, brightness, wealth and power. 

On every hand are seen — 
We could not a less costly dower 

Present to England's Queen ! 



DEVONFOBT AND PLYMOUTH. 19 

And yet we would the anguished tone^ 

Which swells a nation^s cry, 
Might reach to Britain^s regal throne — 

To woman's sympathy: 
The ear of Deity is hent, 

To heed the poor man's prayer — 
Victoria ! be thme honor blent, 

In so divine a care. 



"BAPTISM FOB THE DEAD." 

Alas I alas ! how quickly fade. 
The brightest things of earth ; 

Swift meteor glances o'er our path. 
Are men of noblest birth. 

Not he who grasps the treasured ore. 
In massive, coimtless heaps. 

Or, by a titled heritage, 

A servile homage reaps — 



20 BAPTISM FOR THE DEAD. 

Yet never left a shining track 

Upon the path he trod, 
By which to lead some fainter hearty 

The nearer to his God — 

Not such do we esteem the sons 

Of true nohility, 
Though hoasting of a princely birth. 

Or regal ancestry. 

The great — ^the good — ^the wise bestud. 
Oft-times an humbler path, 

As many a spumed, neglected weed, 
A sovereign balsam hath. 

Our senators, who boldly plead 
For justice, truth and right. 

Shine forth like brightly, beaming stars. 
Upon the world^s dark night. 

Yet he who braves the treacherous deep. 

To pour the living ray 
Of truth, on man^s benighted soul. 

Is nobler still than they. 



.BAPTISM FOR THE DEAD. 21 

And oh ! there is a greatness too^ 

But little understood, 
In those who keep a steadfast heart, 

'Midst sorroVs whelming flood. 

Be it a meteor's fitfcd glance, 

A planef s bright career. 
Or brilliant star that fails to shed 

Its glory round our sphere — 

There's many a proud ambition fired, 
Their lustrous path to tread. 

Which pants with eager haste, to be 
''Baptised for the dead.'' 

But who will be content to shine. 

In some obscure recess. 
Where not e'en tones of love, perchance. 

His stricken soul shall bless ? 

The darkling ills of life to bear — 

(God knows how keen their smart) — 

And with unshaken confidence, 

To keep a " stout, brave heart." 



22 BAPTISM FOR THE DEAD. 

All ! many a one hath deeply drank 
Of lifers embittered stream^ 

And thrown across our selfish worlds 
A sunset's parting gleam. 

The ruthless touch of sorrow bound 

Their soul's firatemity. 
In closer ties of pitying love. 

In deeper sympathy — 

With all who droop beneath the ills. 
Of manhood's blighted lot : 

Oh ! let not love so pure as theirs 
Be evermore foi^t. 

Ours be the faith, their breasts inspired. 
Enduring — steadfast — ^bright ; — 

Some pierced soul in sorrow's hour. 
Will bless us for its light. 



23 



TO THE MOON. 

Pale, placid Moon ! thy silvery beam^ 
Reflecteth brightness on my heart ; 
It seems like a transparent gleam 

Of glory, cast athwart 
The dark, dense clouds of human strife. 
That shade the hopes which hallow life. 

Fair empress of the gloomy night, 
How many love-lit, earnest eyes. 
Are upward turned to thy pure light. 

Throned in the silent skies ; 
Oh ! to the weary, blighted breast. 
Aye be thy gentle watchings blest. 

^Tis silence all — ^beneath — above — 
The world^s tumultuous heart is still ; 
Nought, save the whispers of thy love, 

Earth^s peaceful slumbers thrill ; 
Oh ! in the calm of this lone hour, 
'Tia sweet to feel thy mystic power. 



24 REMINISCENCES OF BICRLEIGH YALE. 

Thy gentleness may well beguile 
The burdened heart of half its load; — 
Light with the beamings of thy smile. 
The path which leads to Grod. 
Oh I that such tranquil looks as thine. 
Might ever on my heart recline ! 



EEMINISCENCES OF BICELEIGH VALE. 



And can a minstrel lyre. 
Recall the whispers of a spirit^s breath ? 
Its lingering echoes from the shades of death. 
With living, and immortal tones inspire ? 



Ah ! were the depths of love 
Wakened by musings on that yestem scene. 
Clothed with rich pathos by some fairy queen. 
Its heavenly thrillings might thy bosom move. 



KEMTNISCENCES OF BICKLEI6H VALE. 25 

Oh [ for the sunshine ray 
That robed our hearts in blithesomeness of glee. 
And gave to every tall, ancestral tree. 
Licence with every beating pulse to play. 

Methinks the fitful breeze. 
That swept its moanings thro^th'embosomedgrove. 
Soothed every heart with sighings of its love. 
And wafted to each burdened spirit— ease. 

The joyous sunbeam lent 
Its haloed brightness to the rippling wave, 
Danced on the lucid stream — so proud to lave 
The hghtsome trippings of its merriment. 

The heather blossom smiled 
Its home-bom welcome to the listening gale. 
While graceful fern, and mantling moss — ^with tale 
Of love they cherish, weary time beguiled. 

The streamlet glided on. 
With murmured cadence of its happiness. 
And woodland songsters trilled with gladsomeness. 
The warblings of a deep, unanguished tone. 



26 REMINISCENCES OF BICKLEIGH YALE. 

There in sequestered nook^ 
Mirrored in very truthfulness — each trait 
Of living beauty^ as in slumber lay^ 
Upon the tranquil surface of the brook. 

High on the mountain brow^ 
Soft inspiration lingered in each breeze^ 
And heaven^s own angel-harpings seemed to seize 
Upon the listening ear — ^unheard below. 

The moss-embedded stone^ 
Circling the trysting oak of olden time ; 
To shadowy dreamings of the dread sublime^ 
Which chafed our spirits — sent no answering tone. 

Yet were there blessings breathed 
By every livings wild, untroubled thing; 
The sportive breezes bore them on their wing; 
Trees,birds and flowers some votive oflfring wreathed. 

Ah ! me — ^what secret springs 
Of hidden feeling, slumbering in the soul. 
Were ushered to the spirit^s hallowed goal. 
That outlet of all wild imaginings. 



THE EARNESTNESS OF LIFE. 27 

Nor shall the lingering sigh^ 
Of their deep consciousness be heard no more ; 
Methinks some angel-^messenger then bore 
Their record^ to our treasured home on high. 

Heard ye a softened tone 
Blend with the zephyr^s whisperings dying wail ? 
Ah ! no — it trembled on no passing gale — 
It was the breath of prayer — God heard its moan! 



THE EARNESTNESS OF LIFE. 



Life is indeed an ^' earnest^' things 

Earnest in weal or wo ; 
A blessing or a curse attends 

On every step we go. 

The infant in its germ of strength^ 
Weeps on his mother^s breast ; 

Ah I what should shade .his early dreakn ? 
Or give his soul unrest ? 



28 THE EARNESTNESS OF LIFE. 

And childhood^ with its blissfcd smile^ 
Oft sheds the burning tear 

O'er petty griefs (to him how vast) 
Wreathed in his portion here. 

The Poet's vivid dream is true, 
Youth has its golden hopes; 

And much their glowing influence 
With life's rough usage copes. 

Hath ne'er thy bounding spirit flown 
Beyond the range of years. 

And peered beneath the veil — ^in which 
Futurity appears ? 

And as thy wistftd eye has gazed 

Upon the shadowy steep, 
Did'st ever think — ^the summit gained, 
. Thou'dst turn aside to weep ? 

Nay, rather was not its fair brow. 
Tinged with the light of heaven. 

And something of its fervency. 
To thy rapt spirit given ? 



THE EARNESTNESS OF LIFE. 29 

All [ earnestness thy soul inspired^ 

To reach the destined goal ; 
And earnestness thy heart must keep^ 

When billows round thee roll. 

For what is life ? A sunshine gleam^ 
Which shadows may obscure 

A little moment — ^yet 'twill shine, 
Anon, more bright and pure. 

The flimsy clouds that flit across 

Its fair, and spotless track, 
A brilliant glow at even-tide 

Shall throw in contrast back. 

A strong, enduring faith we need. 

In life's most earnest hour. 
Whether in daylight's fervid gleam. 

Or midnight's threatening lower. 

A faith when all aroimd is bright. 
To feel the scene may change : 

A faith when all around is dark 
To scan its narrow range. 
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TO MISS MITFOBD. 



There are sweetly blended tones tliat hush 

The weary heart to rest, 
And placid smiles which lull and soothe, 

The wretched mourner's breast; 
And many a blithesome blossom. 

That flutters in the breeze. 
Will whisper in some shaded hour. 

Of blessings such as these. 

There are looks of love which brighten. 

The lonely path we tread. 
And rays of kindly feeling 

That cool the fevered head; 
And through the darksome watchings 

Of the spirit^s wakeftd hour. 
They'll mingle in our dreamings. 

With fresh and living power. 



TO MISS MITFOBD. 31 

Then^ shall those gentle accents^ 

Come stealing o^er my soul. 
Which bound a stranger's proflFered love. 

To friendship's sacred goal ; 
And the pledge of truth and faithfulness,* 

On which those moments smiled. 
Shall with a silent eloquence. 

Direct my musings wild. 

Each opening bud of promise. 

Shall wreathe around my heart. 
The memory of that sunset hour. 

We only met to part : 
And the pulse of wakened feeling 

That trembled with delight. 
Shall through their classic influence. 

Imprint that hour in white. 

Still be thy generous bosom 

A home of truth and love. 

And the shadeless smiles of heaven. 

Each earnest hope approve ; 

«• 
* Miss M. presented the Author with a geranium, as a 
token of regard. 



32 THE EVENING STAB. • 

Blessings for ever cluster 

On thy spirit's hallowed shrine; 

The homage of a grateful world, 
Mary ! for aye be thine I 



THE EVENING STAB. 



Stab of the twilight shade I 

Beam on my soul ! 
The glow of blushing day. 
Is fading fast away. 
And through the dusky glade. 

Dark shadows roll. 

The zephyr's farewell sigh. 
Hath kissed the flowers. 

And Sol's last fervid look, 

Has soothed the babbling brook^ 

In dreamy sleep to hie 
To Lethe's bowers. 



THE EVENING STAB. 33 

The bird of lightsome wing^ 

Nestles afar, — 
In lingering cadence floats. 
Its wild, untutored notes. 
While echo's dulcet string 

Vibrates them far. 



Thou little glistening page. 
Of night's fair queen ! 
When all things take their rest, 
On Nature's slumbering breast. 
Thy looks of love engage 
Luna's fond mien. 



Amid the dazzling ray. 
Of noontide heat. 
Thy gentle beamings hide 
Their depth of vestal pride : 
But when Sol glides away. 
Thy glance we greet. 



34 THE SEA. 

So, lovely vesper star. 

When smiles array. 

The hopeful, bounding heart. 

And every pulse-throb's start. 

Love's truthful thrillings bear 

I would away — 

But when the glooms of earth. 

Darken the sky. 
Kind aa thy gentle look. 
Be mine in sorrow's nook — 
Where weeping has its birth. 
Be thou and I. 



THE SEA. 

Thou ever rolling, ever restless main. 
What teeming wonders do thy depths retain ; 
The tiny architect his palace rears. 
Beneath the whelming flood of pristine years ; 
And many a hidden cave. 
Washed by the hmpid wave, 
Guards the last remnant of the stout and brave. 



THE SEA. 35 

Majestic art thou^ when in fury tost 
Thy foaming billows dash upon the coast^ 
Uprearing wave on wave in wrathful spleen ; 
Then bending 'neath the hand of power^ unseen^ 

Yet potent in its might — 

Thy prowess owns the right 
Of Him to rule^ who sits enthroned in light. 

And when thy rage is spent — how beautiful 
The hushed stillness which thy passions lull 
To calm quiescence — as a lake repose 
The ripples of thy tide — ^which ebbs and flows 

In sweetest harmony. 

With the serenity, 
WhichNature^sthousandminstrels breathe to thee. 

And yet how treacherous is thy sunny smile, 
Unwary hearts it often does beguile 
Upon the bosom of thy silvery wave. 
Youth — ^fortune — ^beauty — ^life itself to brave; 

Ah ! many have gone down. 

Where rush thy eddies on — 
Unhewn for them the grey sepulchral stone. 



60 TINTEEN ABBEY. 

Yet, mighty conqueror, shall a voice be heard. 
The echoes of thy rocky caves be stirred, 
" Restore the sleeping dead,'' thou raging sea. 
And henceforth cease for aye and aye to be ; 

So shall thy vaunted power. 

In one resistless hour. 
Its strength resign, and fall to rise no more. 



TINTEEN ABBEY. 



Thou venerated pile of olden time ! 
Majestic is the remnant of thy glory. 
The weighty impress of an awe sublime 
Still shades a brow grown desolate and hoary. 

The thick, deep masses of the ivy twine. 
Their gnarled and knotted branches wild and free. 
Where once the vaulted roof, in songs divine 
Prolonged the strain of sacred harmony. 



TINTEBN ABBEY. 37 

With a hushedsilence— solemn— deep— profound— - 
In solitary grandeur standest thou. 
While underneath thy pilgrim-footed ground. 
The heroes of thy fame are slumbering low. 

Thy lofty arches with no pean ring — 
The swelling anthem long hath died away ; 
But feathered songsters borne on lightsome wing, 
Nestle within thy creviced bulwarks grey. 

Oh ! who can pace thy long deserted aisle. 
Or trace thy gloomy cloister — ^where the tread 
Of many a sombred footstep, erst did quail 
'Neath sore remorse for life-time idly sped — 

Nor wish some brighter gleam of truth to bind 
His thoughtful spirit to the ages gone. 
Than the low moaning of the restless wind, 
Roving at will amidst thy mouldering stone. 

But no ! Time with a ruthless hand hath torn 
The fretted tracery from th' embellished wall ; 
The mullioned windows of their beauty shorn, 
His mantle wraps, as with a funeral pall. 



38 WHY WEEPEST THOU? 

Bat what remains of greatness ! How the soul 
Pauses abashed before its gorgeous shrine^ 
Decyphering the truth-emblazoned scroll. 
Mortal, beware ! my destiny is thine ! 



"WHY WEEPEST THOU?" 

Once there were tones of love for me. 
And this fond heart felt thrillingly 

The mystic power they own ; 
But whither, whither are they fled ? 
I hear in zephyr^s lonely tread, 
^Mongst Autumn leaves all withered. 
Their passing moan ! 

Ah ! me, it is a spirit's breath. 

That sendeth &om the shades of death 

An echo to my sigh ! 
The gentle moaniugs of the gale. 
That o'er Atlantic billows wail. 
My listening ear and heart assail. 
They answer why. 



WHY WEEPEST THOU? 39 

There is a death gloom o'er me thrown 
From blossoms on my pathway strewn/ 

In hours now vanished ; 
They wreathe no more my fevered brow, 
Nor whisper in their breathings low 
The blessing, hallowed in its flow — 
Ah ! wherefore sped ? 

Oh ! can I list the dreams of love, 
Whose deep-toned sighings quickly move 

To tenderness and bliss ? 
Nor from its oft contracted sphere. 
May trickle down the crystal tear ? 
Smiles do not always linger near 
Grief such as this. 

And yet it willeth me to bless. 
The young heart in its fond caress. 

So passionately given : 
I would not mar its hey-day mirth, 
By tears, which follow me on earth — 
There is a land they have no birth — 
Oh ! welcome heaven ! 
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TO H. V. 

AfUr (he ddwery of a Lecture on Civil and ReUgious Liberty, 

Hail ! noble champion of thy country's weal ! 
Fresh be the laurels on thy fearless brow. 
Amid the darkened clouds that o'er us steal, 
A friendly beacon — ^' burning light'' be thou. 

Long may the power of eloquence be thine, 
To strike a chord of sympathy and love. 
While virtue, truth, and justice shall combine. 
Thy fervid pleadings ever to approve. 

The courtier's smile may never bless thy path. 
Nor princely language cheer thy dauntless soul. 
But countless thousands with one life-drawn breath 
Shall thro' the list'ning air their blessings roll. 

The ^^ common people" dignified shall rise 
From dreamings long and dreary, vain and wild. 
Intelligence and thought, re-kindling eyes 
That erst had ne'er with living lustre smiled. 



THE PHILOSOPHY OP THE HEART. 41 

God bless thee^ for the brightness of thy heart. 
That trains each pulse with energy to beat 
In virtue's xause — and act its destined part. 
Among the shades where grief and sorrow meet. 

The rich man passeth in his glory by. 
Nor deigns to mingle with the beggar crowd ; 
But thou hast read man's hidden destiny. 
Unveiled the gem his tattered rags enshroud. 

Brightly, more brightly may thy blest career 
Still speed its onward flight — and aye to thee 
The lingering echo of some pean bear 
Its murmured, long-loved cadence — Liberty ! 



THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE HEAET. 



Strange mystery ! a human heart I 
Launched on the stream of time. 

With joy or sorrow — ^hope or fear. 
Its varied feelings chime ! 



i 



42 THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE HEART. 

To-day, by proud ambition swayed. 
And ere to-morroVs sun 

Hath risen from his orient couch. 
Wishing the deed undone. 

Pride — ^passion — selfishness, I ween. 
Have each their separate mood. 

He that denies — ^his treacherous heart 
Hath Uttle understood. 

The kindly word — ^the smile benign. 

Spring from its hidden core. 
And oh I how much of blessedness. 

Its "welling fount^' can pour- 
Around the wintry hours of life. 

That blight the hearts we love ; 
Ah ! surely it is bliss to be 

Akin to those above. 

For oh ! there is a mine of love 

Hid in its deep recess. 
And happy he who^s bom to feel. 

Its wealth of power to bless. 



THE SHAMROCK. 48 

Strange, that where feelings pure as these, 

Have yet a pulse to beat. 
Self-will and anger — ^pride and scorn, 

Should e'er in concert meet ! 

Ah ! me, how sad — ^how sad to know, 
That ought should rankle there. 

To court the frown of Deity, 
Or mould an angePs tear. 

• 

Spirit divine ! thy light diffuse. 
O'er manhood's fallen nature. 

Then shall our hearts more worthily 
Resemble their Creator. 



THE SHAMEOCK. 



Ah ! little trefoil plant I 
Bom on the heathy wild. 
The sport of every zephyr's pant. 
The doomed of careless child. 



44 THE SHAMROCK. 

To me thy leafets bring, 
A tide of human love. 
And yet thou art a mimic thing. 
Such high behest to prove. 

Thy modest home is not 

Within the gay parterre ; 
Beside some meadow-circled cot, 

Thou Hv^st to blossom there. 
• 

Or on the desert moor. 

Thy bashful face is seen ; 
The loved of Brings houseless poor. 

The pride of Brings sheen. 

Ah ! — ^well thy humble gear 
Is mirrored on my heart ; 
Nor strange that memor/s bonded tear 
Thy gentleness should start. 

Why, on thy triplet brow. 
Do such memorials bloom ? 
Why dark and fitful flashes throw 
Upon the seared hearts doom ? 



TO LITTLE MART. 45 

The vesper breath of heaven^ 
Absorbs thy dewy tear; 
to the dreary one be given. 
Smiles which the blessed wear. 



TO LITTLE MAET, 

ON HER i:OUKTH BIRTHDAY. 

Hebe 's a smile for thee, my precious one. 

For who could wear a frown. 
When the echoes of thy merry laugh. 

So carelessly are thrown 
Upon the listless winds of heaven. 

Which rush so wildly by. 
And mimic in their sportiveness. 

The minutes as they fly. 

There^s gladness in thy clear, bright eyes, 
More than their wont to show. 

And through thy young and bounding heart 
Some happy dreamings flow; 



46 TO LITTLE MARY. 

Thy fairy tread is light and free, 
As tV bound of a wild gazelle 

When drinking in the breezes cool. 
That o^er the moorland swelL 



Ah ! His a joyous thing to thee. 

This glad and sunny life. 
For little knows thy trusting heart, 

Its bitterness and strife ; 
The flowers have blossomed gaily. 

Beneath thy looks of love. 
Nor whispered to thy fearless soul. 

How keen the thorns may prove. 



Oh ! thy father's faithful bosom 

Has been a home to thee. 
And thy gentle mother's blessing. 

While bended at her knee 
Has fallen — oh ! how tenderly 

Upon thy infant head. 
And many a trembling tear for thee. 

Their loving eyes have shed. 



TO LITTLE MARY. 47 

Would that the bright and shadeless smile 

Of thy unclouded brow. 
Might rest upon each coming year, 

Fresh — beautiful as now; 
And th' blighting storms which rudely crush 

The treasured things of earth. 
Be hushed to calm, and soft repose. 

By tV gladness of thy mirth. 



Ah ! me, it is a woful thought. 

That bHss like thine should fade. 
The lightsome heavings of thy heart. 

In silent bonds be laid ; 
But th^ shadow of a blood-stained cross. 

Points to a world more fair — 
My Minny, may thy hopes — thy love — 

Thy heart be centred there ! 



i 
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THE FADED LEAF. 



Poor little leaf^ 
How sadly brief. 
Has been thy stay on earth ; 
A sunbeam's smile, 
Flattered awhile, 
The calends of thy birth, 
But darkly now its cold, dank frown. 
Is paling all thy beauty down. 



Tossed to and fro, 
In noontide's glow, 
By each wanton zephyr's sigh. 
Thy dreams were bliss, — 
And th' honey-bee's kiss 
As it flitted gaily by. 
Scarce crimsoned thy downy cheek. 
Doomed of the canker worm to speak. 



THE FADED LEAF. 49 

The passing hour 
In depth of power. 
Was all the world to thee ; 
Thy maiden pride. 
Ne'er stooped to hide 
The flush of revelry. 
Thy gleamy glances often threw, 
Upon the greensward's tears of dew. 

But thy emerald tint. 
Is now besprint, 
With Autumn's bronzing touch, 
And pale and sere. 
Thou lingerest here. 
Thine honor to avouch. 
Amid the brushwood blanched and dead, 
Which crumbles 'neath the wanderer's tread. 

The tale of life. 

With wisdom rife, 
Impearled upon thy brow, 

I would enshrine 

In deepest line. 
On all the hopes which glow 



50 THE ROBIN. 

With burnings restless^ wild desire^ 
Around my spirit^s vestal fire. 



Beauty^ how vain ! 
How quickly wane 
Thy tints of roseate hue, — 
Love ne'er grows old. 
The winter's cold 
Does but its warmth renew : 
Ah ! let no sere and yellow leaf. 
Betoken that its life is brief ! 



THE EOBIN. 



Ah ! little winter guest, 
Who has not sung of thee ? 
And welcomed thy red livried breast. 
To grace some homestead tree ? 



THE ROBIN. 51 

Who has not thrown a crumby 
Upon the frosted ground^ 
And bade thee fearlessly to come^ 
Nor scorned thy timid bound ? 

Beside yon trellised door^ 
Th^ abode of want and care^ 
The children from their scanty store^ 
Are dealing out thy share. 

And on the leafless bought 
With feathery snow-flake crowned, 
Thy little heart, its overflow 
Of love, pours out around. 

Anon, thy venturous wing 
Scuds some baronial hall. 
Where forest trees, dismantled, fling 
Their shadows lank and tall. 

Anear the frozen pane, 
A lady fair and bright, 
Looks forth upon the ermined plain. 
All robed in dazzling white. 



52 THE ROBIN. 

Thy cheerful, chirping note, 
The silent air has stirred ; 
But its trills of homage do not float 
To her proud heart, poor bird. 

No ! haughty and high bom. 
She marks thy humble gear. 
And lofty looks of innate scorn, 
Her chiselled features wear. 

Thy little quivering throat 
Pours forth its sweetest lay ; 
The peasant hails its mellow note — 
The lady turns away^ 

So have I marked the poor. 
Draw from their stinted hoard 
Bread for the suppliant at their door. 
They could but ill afford; 

While at the palace-home 

Of nobles, ranking high. 

The wretched mendicant has come. 

To be repulsed — and die I 
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THE MABTS AT THE CBOSS. 

JOHM XIX. SS. 

O'er Judah's fated plains^ 

Dark rolls the heavy cloud. 
Insulted earth in grief sustains, 
The Saviour in bis deepest pains, 

Till death his spirit bowed. 

The frantic shout is hushed, 
That swelled from mount to dell, 
And thousands who in madness rushed 
To doom the sinless One, — ^have blushed 
The dreadful deed to tell. 

Within the city's wall, 
Nigh to that gloomy mount, 
Sealed graves are opening — crocks now fall — 
The temple's veil is rent — ^and aU 
The marvellous scene recount. 



54 THE MARYS AT THE CROSS. 

The guiltless victim hangs^ 
To close an anguished life^ 
Deserted in his dying pangs^ 
With none to soothe — ^for wildly clangs 
The roar of human strife. 

Mournful and sad was he 
Through all his brief career^ 
Few were the throbs of sympathy^ 
Linked in his earthly destiny^ 
His bleeding heart to cheer. 

And in that awfiil hour 
Which prophet lyres record. 
Bowing beneath the tempter's power, 
The favored few in darkness cower. 
Forsake-— deny their Lord ! 

Strange! that man's dauntless soul. 
With all its boasted might. 
Should sink beneath the wild control 
Of spirits, o'er whom darkly roll 
The shades of blackest night ! 



THB MARYS AT THE CBOSS. 55 

Oh ! mystery of love, 

That nerves a woman's heart, 

The hour of sorrow does but prove, 

How faithfully her pulses move. 

What strength they can impart. 

Near to their dying friend. 

In silent sorrow stand. 
Those, in whose gentle spirits blend 
The deathless power, that nought can rend, 

With feelings meek and bland. 

They shrink not from the gaze. 
Of man's contemptuous eye ; 
Affection every fear allays. 
Their timid, halting footstep stays — 
They wait to see him die ! 

Mary! thrice honored name ! 

Who would not aim to be 
Enwrapped with such a heavenly flame, 
As that which brings thee purest fiame. 

Who would not love like thee ? 
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A VOICE TO BBITISH CHEISTIANS 
ON BEHALF OF IBELAND. 



Oh f Erin ! I would seize my lyre, 
A plaintive strain to sing. 

Thy pensive mien my notes inspire, 
And shades of sorrow bring ; 

I would unbind that cypress bough, 

That wreaths so mournfully thy brow. 



I have seen beauties rich and rare 
Thy lovely form invest ; 

The shamrock garlanding thy hair. 
The emerald on thy breast ; 

But still there is a weeping eye, 

I would that I had power to dry. 



A VOICJB TO BRITISH CHRISTIANS. 57 

Ah ! why is sorrow's gloomy shade 

O'er all thy beauty hung ? 
Why dark despair a mantle made 

And round thy bosom flung ? 
Hast thou no refuge where to flee ? 
No friend to weep and bleed with thee ? 



Oh ! England; happy^ happy land^ 
Thou hast the golden prize; 

Wilt thou to Erin stretch thy hand^ 
And guide her to the skies ? 

Or wilt thou to thy sister isle. 

Refuse the sympathizing smile ? 



Across the Ocean's rolling wave. 

Thy vessels gaily glide. 
Bearing those men who proudly brave 

The dangers of the tide. 
And go to many a distant shore 
To bid the people sin no more. 



58 A VOICE TO BRITISH CHRISTIANS, 

Oh ! yes^ on Afric's desert sand, 
I see the cross upreared. 

In Asia's long-benighted land. 
Its ensign has appeared; 

The sunny isles of yonder sea. 

Now own the same Great (jod as thee. 



Oh ! England, is thy sheltering wing 
O'er distant nations spread. 

And wilt thou not its shadow fling 
Around poor Erin's head ? 

She is thy sister ! and would claim 

The fond affection of that name. 



Her sunny shores are made to bend 

Beneath a weight of care. 
Error and sin, and sorrow blend 

Upon her brow so fidr; 
To thee, she looks with streaming eyes, — 
Oh I canst thou still her claims despise ? 



A VOICE TO BRITISH CHRISTIANS. 59 

Her throbbing pulse with ardor beats, 

And fervent is her love, 
A stranger^s eye she kindly greets, 

And welcomes fully prove f 
Kind-hearted, generous, warm and true. 
Didst thou but know> thou^dst love her too. 



Christians ! on happy British ground. 

To you I make appeal ; 
Is there no " balm in Gilead found,'' 

Your sister's wound to heal ? 
Will ye the "lamp of life" deny. 
To those who now in darkness lie ? 



Its cheering rays with lustre shine. 
Upon your favored head; 

And shall not zeal and love combine 
Its glorious light to spread ? 

Oh ! pity those who have no friend^ 

And heralds of salvation send. 



60 A VOICE TO BRITISH CHRISTIANS. 

Ye young disciples of the Lord^ 
Who glory in the cross^ 

Oh ! come and give that precious word^ 
To those who feel its loss. 

Unfurl your Saviour's banner wide, 

To Jesu's feet, the sinner guide. 



Waft, gentle winds, poor Ireland's cry 
To Britain's peaceful shore; 

Hark I if she listens to thy sigh. 
And bids thee weep no more — 

See I if she kindly o'er thee bend. 

And vows to be thy faithful friend ? 



Ah I should my trembling notes inspire. 

The ardor of her breast, 
I'll gladly lay aside my lyre. 

And bid its harp-strings rest : — 
England ! I leave her cause with thee, 
Oh ! wilt thou to her rescue flee ? 
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THE YELLOW CBOCUS. 

Thou golden chaliced flower^ 
Bom in a wintry hour, 

Hail! all hail I 
Peering above the ground^ 
Thy spiral leaf is found, 

'Mid snow-wreaths deadly pale. 



With smiles of deet)est love 
Our earnest hearts approve 

Thy welcome here ; 
Sweet harbinger of spring, 
Thou art a treasured thing, 
When all around is drear. 



So, when the shades of life 
With darkling gloom are rife. 



62 THE TOUNO POETESS. 

Around my brow. 
Some loved and faithful friend, 
My weary steps attend. 

As thou, sweet blossom, now. 



THE YOUNG POETESS. 

It was a dreamlike evening — soft and still. 
Just such as poets love, — 

The lingering echo breathed from hill to hill. 
Its parting sigh of love 

To all the bright and joyous things of earth. 

That gave his soul^s vibration mortal birth. 



Old Ocean's heaving bosom lulled to rest. 

By very weariness. 
Lay like a placid lake, to be imprest 

By sea-gull's wild caress. 
Or the more gentle beamings of the moon. 
In midnight's pensive, star-emblazoned noon. 



THE YOUNG POETESS. 65 

The zephyr slept upon the viewless air^ 

Soothed by its sighing 
^Mid flowery wreaths^ which blossom gay and fair 

While time is dying ; 
And little birds^ their vesper sonnet ended^ 
Their homeward flighty in social concert wended. 



'Twas Autumn — ^and a brilliant tinge of gold. 
Threw its rich splendour 

O^er the deep masses of the woodland fold. 
The scene to render 

More soul subduing — and the twilight hour^ 

When pensive musings claim a mystic power. 



A youthful maiden gazed upon the scene. 
So sweetly — sadly fair. 

Till the pulsations of her heart, I ween. 
Did soothly share 

A fellowship of feeling — soft — subdued — 

With that Autumnal evening's solitude. 



64 THE YOUNG POETESS. 

She seized her lyre^ and sung a plaintive strain ; 

It reached the ear of one 
She loved well — alas ! she sought in vain^ 

The kind; approving tone;-— 
Ah I how the mild rebuke her bosom stirred ! 
How coldly fell that gently chiding word I 



'Twas lightly uttered^ but the living truth 
She would have blushed to tell 

Passed o'er the visions of her early youth. 
And with a magic spell 

Bedimmed their brightness — ^in one fatal hour. 

She felt— she owned — she bowed beneath its power. 



Ah I thus we listen to the flattering wiles. 

Of a deceitful heart ; 
Ambition prompts us with her lavish smiles, 

To act some mighty part 
In life's conflicting drama — ^till the dream 
Pales on our senses, in one truth-told gleam. 



THE YOUNG POETi;SS. 65 

Hath not some page in thy heart's mystic scroll, 
With tears of wounded pride 

Been deeply blurred — ^when thy awakened soul. 
No longer dared to hide 

The fair illusion, nursed in fondness there, 

In one fell moment branded with despair ? 



'Tis well — ^if with the painful truth shall, come, 

A will to mortify 
The hateful inmates of our spirit's home : 

Let proud ambition die. 
And deeply as the wound shall pierce — ^we'll bless 
The power that bids us worship selfi^e less. 
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THE CHETSANTHEUM. 

Bloom, bloom, ye faithful flowers. 

Amid the deepening gloom ; 

November's sullen aspect lowers. 

O'er Summer's early tomb ; 

But thy bright look 

Has not forsook. 

The garden's desolated nook. 

Thy tints of varied hue. 

Thy fresh and fragrant smell. 
How gratefully their charms renew 
Emotions wont to dwell, 
Within the heart. 
Whose faithful part 
Nor frowns nor smiles its fealty start. 

Yet truth akin to thine, 

Ah ! wherefore seldom found 
Amongst the gems which proudly shine. 
This vaimted earth around : 
The Summer friend. 
When storms portend, 
AhJ whither do his footsteps wend ? 
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THE BEMONSTBANCE. 



The faithful heart ! oh ! gently move 

Its deeply-toned vibration. 
An inexhaustless, changeless love. 

Has been its one oblation. 

Long hast thou known, aye, many a year, 
Its strength — its calm endurance; 

Ah ! wherefore should a briny tear, 
Bedim its tried assurance ? 

Recall, recall those cruel words. 
Which on thy lips now falter; 

The charged air their tone records. 
Beyond all power to alter. 

They sink, ah ! me, how heavily. 

Upon the wounded spirit 
Of one, who little dreamt they'd be. 

Her portion to inherit. 



68 THE REMONSTRANCE. 

The lapse of rolling years shall soon. 

Full many an accent banish. 
But when shall come the cloudless noon. 

In which those tones shall vanjsh ? 

That weaker heart may haply fail 

Where thine would prove the stronger ; 

And yet when darkening clouds prevail, 
Its faith shall hold out longer. 

And many a while, in dreariest hour. 
Its truthful love was shining, 

A beacon 'mid the tempest's lower. 
To check thy soul's repining. 

Then seize not with a ruthless touch. 
Its chords of deepest feeling ; 

The heartless world, enough of such. 
Is evermore revealing. 

Thine should be gentle — ^trusting — ^kind — 

To soothe the lonely given ; 
Such tones within the soul enshrined. 

Shall live again in heaven. 



THE FAIEY'S FUNEBAL. 



^ I was walking alone in my garden, there wae great stillness 
among the branches and flowers, and more than common sweetness 
in the air. I heard a low and pleasant sound, and knew not 
whence it came. At last I saw the leaf of a flower move, and 
underneath I saw a procession of creatures of the size and colour 
of green and grey grasshoppers, bearing a body laid out on a rose 
leaf, which they buried with songs, and then disappeared. It was 
a feiry's funeral." — William Blakb. 



The summer winds had hushed their sighing. 
And birds were to the greenwood hieing, 

As evening shadows fell ; 
There was a stillness in the air, 
As if some death-gloom brooded there, 

Beneath a sorcerer's spell. 

The zephyrs slept upon the flowers. 
Or murmured in those eve-tide hours. 

Their dreams of earthly love ; 
For tenderly a pleasant sound. 
Was wafting blessedness around. 

As from the harps above. 
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I looked — and lo ! a lily's bell 
Moved gently — why, I could not tell, 

But gazing underneath ; 
A motley train of tiny things, 
With green and grey and russet wings. 

Marched to th' abode of death. 

They bore a body shrouded tight. 
Upon a rose leaf pure and white. 

Among the grasses tall; 
They laid it in its narrow bed 
With solemn dirge — then vanished — 

'Twas a fairy's funeral ! 

MORAL. 

THe bright — the gay — the wise bow down. 
And fade beneath one tyrant's frown. 

Crowned with a cypress wreath ; 
Mortal ! beware ! wit — love — and power 
Will fail ye, in that trysting hour. 

Which glooms "the pass of death." 
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AN ADBEESS 

Frmn a Female Member of the AnU-Com-Law Leagm to her 
FeUow Countrywomen. 

Hark ! there^s a voice of wailing heard^ 

Throughout our native land. 
And many a noble heart is stirred, 

To answer its demand. 

What means that look of wild despair. 

In many a cottage home ? 
The thousands who in grief prepare, 

On foreign shores to roam ? 

Have they no tie their heart to bind. 

Fast to their native isle ? 
No loved companions, warm and kind, 

No gentle, trusting smile ? 

Yes ! they have feelings strong and deep. 
As those which thrill thy soul. 

And many a faithful one will weep. 
When billows Hween them roll. 
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But dearer claims than friendship yields 

Upon their spirits rest — 
Those which a hosband^s lips have sealed^ 

A father^s heart hath blest. 

And gazing on those cherished ones, 

(With ardor how intense) 
They stifle nature^s heart-wrong groans. 

And dare to wander hence. 

The " bread that perishetV they crave, 

Yet is their voice unheard. 
For those who have the power to save. 

Speak not one pitying word. 

Women of England I shall their cries. 
Have no response from you? 

Th^ appeal of thousand streaming eyes. 
And suppliant voices too ? 

Are not your gentle bosoms moved 

By misery's gushing tear ? 
And shall compassion, often proved, 
' Be cold and silent here ? 
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Nay ! rather let the sufferer feel 

His sorrows blend with yours. 
Nor e^er in hopeless anguish kneel 

To plead, what love insures. 

Oh ! wheresoever your smile may light. 

Your influence extend. 
Prove by your hushed, yet potent might, 

The child of sorrow's friend. 



ANTI-COBN-LAW BALLAD. 

How free is the " quick fresh" air, 
Sweeping o'er moimtain and lea. 
The waving com. 
Which our fields adorn. 
It kisseth with wanton glee. 

And the bright, unsullied light. 

Pouring its gladsome ray 
On the palace dome. 
And the cotter's home. 

Till it sleeps on a cloudlet grey. 
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Ah ! when shall the starvling feel^ 
As he brushes the tear-drop away. 
That the bounty of heaven, 
For sustenance given. 
Is plenteous snd Jree as they ? 



A SECOND APPEAL 

TO THE "WOMEN OF ENGLAND." 



** Plead the cause of the poor and needy.*" 

Prov. xxxl 9. 



Whose is that cheek of pallid hue ? 

That troubled brow of care ? 
Methinks some passing shadow threw^ 

Its fading impress there. 

Nay ! 'tis a mother's grief-worn face, 

Thy pitying eye beholds. 
The lines of anguish there we trace 

Spring from her heart's deep folds. 
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She toils with calm endurance on^ 

Through many a weary day. 
And feels one earthly smile alone. 

Her sufferings can repay. 

That smile, a manly brow must wear. 

Dear to her trusting heart; 
Oft has it soothed her wild despair. 

And checked the tear-drop's start. 

But will that kindly look be given. 

When labor's task is o'er. 
As gathering roimd their meal at even, 

Each vainly asks for more ? 

The starving little ones, who press 

Around their cheerless hearth. 
Early innured to deep distress. 

Forget their childish mirth. 

They toil, they labor to procure 

The promised boon of heaven. 
And can they patiently endure. 

The scarceness man hath given ? 
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Have they no human friend to plead. 

Their misery and their tears ? 
No heart with pitying love to bleed. 

And calm their mad^ning fears ? 

Woman ! thou hast a feeling heart, 

A sympathizing eye; — 
Their strength, their power, their warmth impart, 

A mourner's tear to dry. 

Oh ! let thy " still, small voice'' alarm, 

The stranger's to its love — 
Know that a mighty nation's arm. 

Thy magic touch may move. 

What ! shall the wretched pine alone. 

In all the depths of wo ? 
I hear a voice in thundering tone, 

A nation's voice say — No ! 

Woman ! thine influence who can tell ? ' 

Obey heaven's earnest call — 
" Plead for the poor" — ^till loudly swell 

The cry — ^there's food for all ! 
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SPEING. 

Oh ! the voice of Spring is a fairy thing, 

And its whispers are soft and low. 
It speaks of the past, and bindeth it fast. 

On the heart that is throbbing with wo. 

It comes with a smile, our sighs to beguile, 
And garlands our pathway with flowers. 

And promises fair to relieve us of care. 
In its sunny and hope-breathing hours. 

The wintry wind we have left far behind. 
With its selfishness, turmoil and strife, 

And we almost forget that our cheeks have been wet 
With the briny companions of life. 

And shall we be sad when all nature is glad, 

And robed in her gayest attire ? 
No! away with the cloud, for it must not enshroud 

The dawnings of youthful desire. 
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Hope flutters her wing in the breezes of spring, 

Adds vigor and life to her store, 
She stifles the sigh, and rekindles her eye^ 

Where the spirits of truthfulness soar. 

Oh ! let us rejoice in her calm, quiet voice. 

And bask in her happiness too ; 
Away with the fears we have cherished for years, 

We^U begin life's rough journey anew. 

Through every deep shade in which earth is arrayed. 
Some gleamings of brightness appear, 

The delicate leaves which her soft finger weaves. 
By contrast are rendered more dear. 

Thus winter's loud blast hath more tenderness cast 
In the sweet, serene visage of spring; 

Oh ! ye woodlands resound with the echoing sound. 
Our disenthralled spirits shall sing I 
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SUNSE.T. 

Decking the western sky^ 

Lone twilight's pageantry 
Gleams like a golden pathway into heaven ; 

Purple, and ruby red. 

Commingled tintings shed 
Upon the starry crowned brow of even. 

The orb of blushing day, 

Has glided far away. 
To the pure ether of another sphere ; 

And glistening stars of love. 

Pour from their thrones above. 
Poetic dreamings on the charmed air. 

Thus shall some lucid glance. 

Dart from my soul, perchance. 
Awhile to hover o'er the mists of earth ; 

And to the friends I love, 

A parting token prove. 
Of feelings pure, immortal in their birth. 
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And when my feeble strain. 

Shall never wake again, 
Responsive echoes in the full-toned breast ; 

Oh ! may its thrillings float, 

In one unending note, 
Where aye the weary-hearted are at rest ! 



SMILES AND TEABS. 

Beneath the world's cold frown, 
To bow in meekness down, 

Bendeth the spirit ;• 
And then to wear a smile — 
Heart, writhing all the while, — 

Ah ! who can hear it ? 

That emblem of distress — 
A tear ! — oh ! to suppress. 

Its selfish flowing; 
And with a cheerful tone, 
Lead some beloved one on. 

Where thorns are growing. 
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TTis not the Stoic^s power. 
We crave in that dread hour. 

To aid our weakness ; 
What strength could it impart, 
To th^ fainting, failing heart, 

^Mid wintry bleakness ? 

But through the tears which blind 
Our vision — all resigned 

To blight and sorrow; 
Oh ! to retain our hold. 
On feelings strong and bold, 

And hope to borrow — 

From every fleeting gleam 
Of sunshine, on the stream 

Stem grief disturbed : 
Within oxa ^^ heart of hearts,^' 
Wljen passion wildly starts. 

To find it curbed ! 

Oh ! such should be our strife. 
When clouds with sorrow rife 

Of 
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Obscure our heaven : 
Oh ! for the strength to bear ! 
Oh ! for the faith to wear, 
A smile with every tear 

To mortaPs given ! 



TEEES. 

Old trees ! how grimly do ye stand, 
A stately, hoary-headed band. 

Around our " palace homes /^ 
Th* stormy wind in his gusty might, 
Retreateth from the deadly fight. 
In which your sturdy boughs unite. 

Beneath their umbraged domes. 

Full many a winter^s sullen blast. 
Hath rocked ye as it rushed past ; 

And summer's fervid look. 
Hath drank the sap within your veins ; 
Yet each his deed of right maintains. 
On mountain brow, and sylvan plains, 

Or by the hamlet brook. 
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Oh ! tell me, tell me, oak of old, 

Of th^ good Sir Knight, and Baron bold 

Who feasted merrily, 
Within the Norman^s princely hall. 
O'er which thy shadow deep and tall 
Brooded in silence — oh recall 

Their shouts of revelry ! 

Or, lead me back to th' darker time. 
When Druid hordes thy bark would climb. 

In search of th^ misletoe ; 
And bearded Priest with mystic rite. 
Beneath th^ shade of thy trysting site. 
Libations to the " Queen of Night,^^ 

From th^ heifer's vein let flow. 



Ah ! nought ye answer, ancient trees. 
But fitfully sweeps th^ mountain breeze, 

As it aye and aye hath done, 
Amongst your ever-rustling boughs : — 
Th' gifted bard, and his sacred vows, 
Th' Norman chief and his strong-built house. 

Have left ye all alone ! 
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Ye pensive guards of th^ rippling stream^ 
Whose drooping tresses sadly gleam 

On the mirror wave below ; 
Can ye no vision past unfold. 
Of th^ captive exile^s grief of old. 
When proud Euphrates^ waters rolled 

In mockery of his wo ? 

Thou cypress tall — and mournful yew. 
Wet with the tears of morning dew. 

Companions of the dead ! 
How many a tale could ye disclose. 
Of th^ hearths '' long catalogue of woes'^ :- 
Pale corses 'neath your shade repose — 

Their souls — oh ! whither fled ? 

Ye giants of the umbraged wood. 
Who many a circling year have stood. 

In grandeur all your own ; 
Now doomed beneath the axe to bow 
Your stately, and your haughty brow,- 
At force of woodman^s steady blow — 

Breathe ye no chiding tone ? 
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Ah ! then how much ye might reveal, 
Of what the broken-hearted feel, 

Tom from their native land 
By himger^s imappeased cry. 
And th^ galling bonds of poverty, 
Within your solitudes to die — 

A victimed, household band ! 

Oh ! kindly, kindly dark-hued pine, 
Around the exile^s dwelling shine. 

Deep in the forest^s gloom ; 
The blandness of thy gleamy smile, 
Perchance his sorrows shall beguile 
Till — banished from his native isle — 

Ye mark his early tomb. 

Ye inmates of the clustering grove. 
Sequestered home of cooing dove. 

And gentle singing bird ! 
How many a long-forgotten thought. 
In faded hours of childhood taught. 
Your wavy, moody glance has brought. 

And in my bosom stirred ! 
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Still bloom and flourish^ olden trees. 

Still brave the " sunburst^^ and the breeze. 

Majestic — haughty — grand — 
Our stately '^palace homes" surround. 
Beside the woodland cot be found. 
And guard the sleeping underground. 

Through all our bonny land. 



THE BUTTEBFLY. 

Thou art indeed a brilliant thing. 
With slender form and painted wing. 

So much renowned in story; 
To flaunt away a little life. 
With sunny glances ever rife, — 

Such is thj dream of glory ! 

Away, away from tree to flower. 
Thou revellest in the summer hour, 

A bright and blithesome fairy; 
We would not break the golden trance, 
In which thy whirling eddies dance. 

Unarmed and unwary. 
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With thee, life is a sunshine boon, 
One long, unruffled, cloudless noon, 

Culled from the sad and dreary; 
And thus resembleth days of youth. 
When hope, and confidence, and truth, 

Bless those whom time shall weary. 

Oh ! when the gushing well of life, 
Is free from agony and strife. 

And hope alone allureth ; 
Chide not the young hearths blithesomeness. 
Its careless laugh— its wild caress — 

Nought that is young endureth. 

Smile on, smile on, my noble boy. 
For thee now lives a world of joy — 

Tears soon will be its greeting ; 
Still wreathe around thy shadeless brow 
Acanthus leaves — for haply now 

Thy brightest days are fleeting. 

Yet listen — like that buoyant fly. 

Thy days are numbered — thou must die ; 
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Live therefore not unwisely, — 
Lay up within thy earnest heart. 
Treasures, which time nor death may part. 

Till angel hands have crowned thee. 



THE GLOBY OF WAB. 



Hark ! hark ! the trumpet^s blast, 
The warlike beat of drum ; 
Haste, warrior, from thy brief repast. 
The hour of glory's come ! 

But is it glory ? Hark ! 
That fearful cannon's roar. 
Where clouds of smoke roll dense and dark. 
O'er floods of human gore. 

See, where the banner gleams, — 
Aimed is their deadly blow ; 
The charger reels — and purple streams 
From gurgling arteries flow. 
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His heavy carcase falls 
On th^ gory bed of death. 
While many a shrieking victim calls 
From th' living tomb beneath. 

The spirit shrinks aghast. 
To pierce death^s gloomy vale ; 
That frenzied eye-ball, upward cast, 
Eeveals the fearful tale. 

Oh ! agony of soul. 
Struggling with gasping life. 
The dying suflFerer^s groanings roll, 
^Mid din of human strife. 

There, as the vital flame 
Is flickering — waning fast. 
His mother's or his country^s name, 
Thnlls on the shivering blast. 

No look of love is there. 
To bless his anguished soul ; 
Nerved by the wildness of despair. 
He meets death's awful goal. 
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His spirit unprepared^ 
Before his God must stand : 
Wo to the men who madly dared 
Their Maker's law withstand. 

Glory of War I Ah see. 
It gilds the orphan^s tears. 
And tides of hopeless misery 

To th^ wretched widow bears. 

Lift, lift, your voices lift 1 
Ohl stay that trumpet's blast; 
Death on his pale horse rideth swift, — 
Urge not his steed so fast. 

Oh ! let the pennons wave. 
In pure, untainted air ; 
The motto of the stout and brave, 
Their gleamy windings bear ! 

Inscribe them not with blood. 
Nor falsely called renown; 
But th' strong bright faith of those who stood 
For justice — let them own. 



THE MYRTLE. 91 

We loathe the warhke deed. 
That figured long in story : 
For virtue — peace— and truth to plead — 
Be this a Briton's glory ! 



THE MYBTLE. 

Oh ! bind the myrtle's glossy leaf. 
In fadeless fillets round my brow. 
And blend in contrast and reUef, 
Its fohage dark — ^its tufts of snow — 
It is of love — nor false — nor brief — 

A treasured token : 
Sweet flower 1 the leaves around thee perish, 
Thine still remain to keep and cherish, 

A faith unbroken. 

Sacred thou wast in days of yore. 
To love's presiding Deity ; 
And still thy pearl-enamelled flower. 
Wreathed around our hearts shall be : 
Emblem of hope's most costly dower ! 
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The vow defend^ 
So lowly breathed at vestal shrine^ 
Where truth and faith and love divine. 

Their offerings blend. 

Methinks some young and earnest heart, 
In evening's soul-subduing hour, 
Communing with herself apart. 
Hath wildly kissed thy dewy flower ; 
And weaving with her choicest art 

Thy pensile stem. 
Hath swift commissioned thee to bear, 
A pledge of truth t^ her loved one's ear — 

Her soul's best gem. 

Haply thy true and trusty smile. 
Hath soothed his lone and weary breast ; 
'Mid memories of his native isle, 
Shines brightly this mementoed test. 
Of days, whose whiteness did beguile 

His exile heart. — 
Now what remains of all their love. 
Its short-lived blessedness to prove, 

This leaf apart ? 
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They tell me "bright things never die ;" 
Yet there were sunny moments shed 
On that fond pair — ^now tristfiilly 
Ranged with the trophies of the dead. 
The echoing hamits of memory 

Bring no relief: 
One solemn charge they still bequeath^ — 
Be faithful thou, ay e'en to death, 
And this thy pledge — a banded wreath 

Of never-fading myrtle leaf. 



KIND WOEDS. 

Oh ! breathe once more the treasured tone, 

My spirit loves ; 
Ye shall not blush when years have flown. 
The imdisguised power to own. 

Its wisdom proves. 

Kind words ! how doth their very weight. 

The soul oppress ; 
They live beyond the doomed fate. 
Which on the world's best treasures wait — 

They live to bless. 



94 WHAT IS YOUR LIFE ? 

Have ye ne'er felt the life-blood start. 

In quickened flow. 
As accents which might well impart, 
Fresh courage to thy drooping heart. 

Were breathed low ? 

The birthright of an hour ? Ah 1 no. 

They shall supply 
Balm in the saddest time of wo — 
Kind words ! — oh ! let us fed it so — 

Can never die ! 



"WHAT IS YOUB LIFE?" 

James iv. U. 

Ah ! what is life ? dear Susan, say ? 

Just like that lovely flower; — 
You plucked its fragile stem to-day ; 

'Twas withered in an hour. 

Swdft as the zephyr, soft and light. 
That played upon your brow ; 

It stopped to kiss you in its flight — 
But ah ! 'tis wandering now ! 
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Like tiny drops of pearly dew, 

Upon the meadow cast ; 
Their beauty caught your raptured view, 

You looked again — ^'twas past ! 

Like the pale moonbeam^s pensive smile, 

That made you pensive too ; 
It pleased your fancy for awhile. 

Then mournfully withdrew. 

Like yonder gentle, twinkling star, 
You marked at day^s first dawn ; 

Again you seek it near and far — 
The little stranger^s gone. 

Like these, and thousand things as brief, 

Is life's short, fleeting day; 
We scarcely turn one little leaf — 

AVhen lo ! 'tis passed away ! 

And natal days, as they return, 

Will softly whisper too. 
Ah I what is life ? and thus we learn 

Its brevity to viem 
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The past is like a fitful dream, 

A vision of the night ; 
The future's one mysterious scene. 

Impervious to our sight. 

We've numbered just so many years. 

But oh ! we cannot tell^ 
How many more, — or hopes, or fears, 

Within our breast shall dwelL 

Dear girl^ as birthdays glide away. 

And you a pilgrim roam. 
Oh ! do not court their transient stay — 

Each brings you nearer home ! 



THE WALLFLOWER 



Beside the moorland cot^ 
It groweth rank and wild. 
Its streaked flower, the posied dower. 
Of every peasant child. 
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High on the castle wall. 
Its golden tresses hang. 
Where once the shout of warriors stout. 
Through hall and turret rang. 

The trumpet^s martial sound. 
The waving plume were there. 
The burnished shield, which strong men wield, 
The steed with dark grey hair. 

But the trumpet's call is hushed. 
Within that castle hoary. 
And grasses tall on the ruined wall. 
Bend o'er its deeds of glory. 

And where the rushes wave 
In th' high and whistling wind, 
Like some proud knight in his armour bright, 
Thy blossom is entwined. 

Ah ! little rampant flower. 
Thy gold and ruby vest. 
Still gleameth bright on the ruined site. 
Where time's dark shadows rest. 
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Yet have I seen thee fringe, 
A smoothly terraced walk. 
Where blossoms gay in proud array. 
Bend on their pensile stalk. 

And once when snow-flakes fell. 
Full thickly on the groimd. 
Thy leafets green, with kindly mien. 
Smiled on the graves around. 

And a voice of wo was heard. 
Within a darkened room. 
For a maiden fair, with banded hair. 
Was shrouded for the tomb. 

Her pallid corse was laid. 
In oaken coffin tall, 
And a peaceful smile, enwreathed its wile. 
Around her features small. 

There were who sorely wept. 
On that young and hapless bier : 
But well they knew her sun withdrew. 
To rise in a brighter sphere. 



THE WALLFLOWER. 99 

Then came the trysting morn, 
When a youthful band drew nigh. 
With solemn tread, in its narrow bed 
That breathless form to lie. 

And the broken-hearted sire. 
Love's latest tribute paid : 
Thou, lonely flower from thy snow-clad bower. 
His classic offering made. 

No other flowret bloomed. 
Amid the wintry dearth; 
But it breathed well, her last farewell. 
To the treasured things of earth. 

So when the ''lamp of life,'' 
Is paling on my brow, 
Mementoed flower ! of that sad hour. 
My Mend in death be thou ! 
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THE WIND. 

List ! to the wind^s low sigh. 
As it rusheth piningly. 
Upon the still, night air; 
Now loud its gusty wail. 
Re-echoes through the gale. 
Then sinks to murmured cadence of despair. 

Restless — ^impetuous — ^wild — 
Like fipetted, wayward child. 
Its passion riseth high ; 
The heavings of desire 
In fitful gusts expire. 
Or in one long, low, piteous moaning die. 

A mighty tyrant thou ! 
Of the thunder-crested brow; 
Dire in thy veriest mirth, — 
In wily ambush lies 
The whisper of thy sighs, 
Yet doomed to blast and desolate our earth. 
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The gentle breezes stay. 
In their fickle, fondling play. 
To kiss each blushing flower; 
Thy wrathful bosom bums. 
Their wanton frolic spurns, 
And jealous ire dismantles grove and bower. 

The playful billows roll. 
Towards their destined goal. 
Laving the pebbled shore ; 
Anon, by fury tost. 
Their rippling tone is lost 
In one unbroken, wild, and deafening roar. 

On ocean's stormy wave. 
Rides many a seaman brave; 
In kindly pity spare. 
The foaming, whelming surge. 
The sad funereal dirge. 
Thy frantic wailings vibrate thro' the air. 

Oft does the shivering blast, 
A thrill of horror cast 
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Upon the shrine of love ; 
A lonely watcher hies 
To th* couch which sleep defies, — 
Thy rude and ruthless gusts her heart-strings move. 

Ah ! while I list thy moan. 
Upon the welkin thrown ; 
Methinks my soul should feel. 
Fond sympathy with those. 
Whose silent sorrow knows 
Nor home, nor kindred as their richest weal. 

To me thy ravings bear. 
No accents of despair. 
No dread thine awfiil form ; 
But tV lonely-hearted find. 
Blight in the whistling wind, — 
The poor ! God help and shield them in the storm. 
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THE BOSE. 

The rose is a treasured thing ! 
It comes in the early springs 
With a blushing face, 
And a queenly grace ; 
Like a victor bold 
In tV good days of old, 
She proudly braveth the winter^s cold. 
Oh ! the rose is a treasured thing. 

The rose is beloved of each clime ! 
In summer^s golden prime. 
Her dewy kiss. 
And smiles of bliss. 
On the floral crown. 
In our pathway thrown. 
In fipagrant blessings she poureth down. 
Oh ! the rose is beloved of each clime. 

The rose is a deathless flower ! 
For in Autumn's paling hour. 
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Her leaves may fall 

At the zephyr^s call. 

Yet their gathered store. 

Shall live once more 
In the grateful odour their breathings pour. 
Oh ! the rose is a deathless flower ! 

The rose is a type of love ! 
Transplauted from bowers above ; 
Oh ! many a vow 
Breathed soft and low. 
Its petals have borne 
To the gentle forsworn. 
When ties of aflfection were ruthlessly torn. 
Oh ! the rose is a type of love ! 



THE SCOTCH BALLAD. 

Suggested hy singing some Scotch Melodies during the visit of 
a Deputation /rom the Free Church of Scotland. 

'TwAS a simple strain — ^but its tones had power, 

To reach the stranger's heart ; 
O'er the master-spring of his inmost soul. 

Its echoes breathed athwart. 



THE SCOTCH BALLAD. 105 

It carried him back to his '^ father-land," 

To scenes of his early youth. 
And the annalled deeds of valiant men. 

Who fell in the cause of truth. 

And the warm, quick blood of his highland clan. 

Bushed from its welling fount. 
In flushes of pride, for his country^s fame. 

Which his mantling temples mount. 

He hears again in its swelling chord, 

The shoutings of victory ; 
His soul rebounds — for the laden gale 

Still wafteth the watchword ^ee / 

Thrice blessed be ye of the Scottish blood, 

A noble-spirited band. 
Who true to the cause which your fathers loved. 

For the honor of Jesus stand ! 
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THE EAINBOW. 

Bright arch of heaven ! how beautiful art thou^ 
A crown of glory round the crested brow 

Of yonder ebon cloud ; 
Clear^ burning sapphires in pure crystal set. 
All hung around with wreaths of blackest jet. 

Thy glorious form enshroud. 

It were as if thy brilliant colors shone. 
By pure reflection from the eternal throne, 

Bathed in a flood of light ; 
Or shadowy impress of each seraph bore. 
Who through those bright, etherial regions soar. 

Beyond our wistful sight. 

The mingled radiance of each liquid ray. 
As now it glows — then slowly melts away 

Into the humid air. 
Symbols, immortal hope ! for ever young — 
Thus, 'mid the darkest clouds around me flung, 
God grant one leading star on high be hung, 

A beacon from despair ! 
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THE EMIGEANT'S GBAVE. 



B£N£ATH a grass-grown hillock^ lone and dreary^ 
Watched o*er by those whom love can never weary, 
Far from the shadowy trees, and rippling streams. 
Which mingled sweetly in her childhood's dreams, 
A mother sleeps ! 
Oh ! for the faith which keeps 
Strength in the woimded heart, that alway weeps. 

Not many months she left her sunny home. 
In stranger-lands a fugitive to roam. 
And steadfast nerved the throbbings of her heart. 
With country— kindred—friends beloved to part: 
Ah ! much of love, 
A woman's heart can prove, 
'Mid the rough sorrows which her passions move. 

Oh ! who can tell the pang that pierced her soul. 
As the blue waves rose in their proud control. 
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And with a never-ceasing, sullen roar. 
Still bore her onward from Britannia's shore ; 
Hope whispered then, 
Those fading hills again 
Should bless her aching vision — oh ! how vain ! 

The deep, deep pulses of her heart are still; 
No more their hallowed beating, sends a thrill 
Of hope, and confidence and faith — ^to bless 
Those hapless children of the wilderness : — 
Kind pity! spare 
A tear to lighten care — 
Oh! God of heaven! hear thou the orphan's prayer. 

Do we revere the martial hero's tomb ? 
In elegiac strain deplore his doom ? 
And brush the tear-drop fipom a moistened eye 
When titled peers, or crowned monarchs die ? 
Surely a tear 
Should glisten on the bier 
Of the lone exile — once our loved compeer f 

Ah I then, methinks my country well may blush. 
To see her sons in countless thousands rush. 
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From the loved dwellings of her fipee-born air^ 
Urged by the promptings of a wild despair. 
Oh ! England save^ 
From an untimely grave. 
The lessening remnant of thy stout and brave. 



THE FOEGET-ME-NOT. 

I PLUCKED a little simple flower, 

Beside a purling stream ; 
It graces many a fairy bower. 

And many a poet^s dream. 

Its vest was blue, intensely blue. 
Like the azure dome above. 

And it smiled thro^ tears of pearly dew, 
A long, sweet smile of love. 

And once again at even-tide. 

In th* island of the west. 
That little flower in all its pride, 

Bloomed on my heaving breast. 
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The shades have deepened on my heart. 

Since that long faded hour; 
But there are dreams which wildly start. 

At summons of that flower. 

Ah ! me, how many a youthful vow. 

This little gem hath sealed. 
Which vanished years in their onward flow, 

Have never seen revealed. 

Ah ! wherefore, wherefore bind the heart. 

In its plenitude of love. 
When young and earnest hopes impart 

Faith, like to that above; 

Only the dearest ties to rend, 

Which bless our earthly lot. 
In mockery of the tones that blend 

The prayer — forget me not ! 



Ill 



INVOCATION TO SPEING. 

CoME^ with thy brilliant flashes. 

Thy light and tripping tread. 
And o'er the rigid face of earth, 

A verdant carpet spread; 
Come, with thy lightsome breezes. 

Which speak of hope and life — 
Thy clear blue sky, whose charms defy 

The winter^s storm and strife. 

Come, with thy dewy roses 

To twine the youthftd brow; 
Thy flush of health on the paUid cheek, 

Once more in blessing throw ; 
And all the tones of gladness 

Thy ^^ welling fount'' can pour. 
Their depth impart to the weary heart. 

Its " sunshine" to restore. 

Weave, weave thy vernal garlands 

Upon the leafless bough. 
And peering buds in their hermit cells. 

Despoil of their vestal vow ; 
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Recall the feathered songster 

From his long-adopted home, 

To fill the grove with his trills of love. 
And sport ^neath its leafy dome. 

Oh ! wreathe the hawthorn blossom. 

Amongst our forest trees. 
And let the music of thy voice 

Sigh in the whispering breeze ; 
The dreary hours have darkly 

Gloomed o^er our pilgrim way. 
But the beamings fair of thy smiles shall bear. 

Their lingering shades away. 

Let the merry laugh of childhood. 

Ring thro' the charmed air. 
While he binds thy early blossoms 

In his thick and glossy hair ; 
The trusting smile of riper years. 

Bring to the mantling cheek ; 
Of life's young joy, without alloy 

Its wily glances speak. 
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And to the lonely hearted. 

The dreams of youth revive ; 
Surely thy loving tenderness. 

Shall bid them rise and Uve. 
Oh ! fount of hope and confidence, 

Pour forth thy quickening gale ; 
Vibrate the strain o^er hill and plain, 

Hail to thee. Spring ! all hail ! 

ON MY LITTLE DOG PEINCE. 

He was my friend — I never had but one 
Whose love knewnought of change, thro' weal or wo. 
From the first dawning of its embryo birth. 
Till slept its pulses, 'neath a mound of earth ; 
E'en now my soul inhales a sadder tone. 
At lack of love it was his wont to show. 

The mild rebuke, or even harsher word. 
Ne'er dimmed the trustful flashes of his eye ; 
His Uttle pranks, of mischief oft partook. 
But still the chiding hand, upraised and shook 
In warning of the blow his fault incurred. 
The suppliant's crouching form would aye defy. 
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And if perchance its gentlest stroke might fall 

In just reproof on his devoted head. 

No dark revenge lay rankling in his breast. 

Uneasy ever — ^till a favored guest 

Once more, then hastening to the call. 

Unmeasured fondness all his actions sped. 

Methinks I hear again his merry bark. 
Waking the echoes of our woodland glen. 
Behold from bank to brae his joyous leap. 
His sharp, quick bound adown the rugged steep. 
The pricking of his ear, as now the lark 
Soars through mid-air above the murky fen. 

Thou wast not famed for beauty, loving one. 
And yet to me, a full and lustrous beam 
Sent forth its brightness from thy sparkhng eye. 
Those pendant ears which drooped so gracefully, 
That slender form — that gentle, winning tone, 
Tliey were no phantoms of an idle dream. 

Ah ! could I hear again thy greeting voice. 
Smile at the earnest wagging of thy tail — 
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The overflowings of a deathless love, 

Thou hadst nor wish to hide — ^nor power to prove 

In all its deep intensity — ^rejoice 

I should, nor o'er thy early doom bewail. 

Deep in the shadows of a trysting grove, 

Where the young sapling oak and lime-tree blend 

Their straggling branches, thy remains now keep 

A long and dreary, unawakening sleep : — 

Erin they say is fickle in her love. 

To me she gave at least one faithful friend ! 



FIDELITY'S TEST. 

How hard the bitter taunt to bear. 
With meekness unrepining. 

And proudly check the glowing tear. 
Deep in its covert shining. 

To know the sympathy we feel. 
Is spurned or unregarded. 

Our interest in the loved one's weal. 
By cold neglect rewarded; — 
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And that the cherished faith of years. 

Is in a moment shghted. 
Ere yet the bud of promise bears 

One mark of being blighted. 

Oh ! then to keep the stout, strong heart, 

A love unshaken cherish. 
Conceal the dagger's inward smart. 

And bid all murmurs perish. 

Strength not our own we needs must seek. 

For who can always borrow, 
A rose, to grace the paUid cheek ? 

Smiles, for the tear of sorrow ? 

How oft the angry thought will rise. 

The harsh retort expressing. 
When love — which beareth injuries — 

Should pour the heart-owned blessing. 

Yet if proud nature mil subdue. 
The pang her heart is rending. 

Some happier hour perchance may view. 
The haughty spirit bending. 
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And once again shall dawn the hours, 

So precious in possession. 
Spent in those Eden-shadowed bowers. 

Fragrant with love's confession. 

Oh ! then shall come the sweet reward. 

Of faith so long enduring; 
Courage, my soul ! the bright award 

Is surely worth securing ! 



A VOICE FEOM HIBEENIA 

Across the surges of the deep. 
That clasp our " sea-girt isle,'' 

A voice from those who live to weep. 
While British thousands smile. 

Cries, oh ! forget me not. 

My country I waft to distant lands 
The gospel-freighted bark; 

But oh ! remember Erin stands 
To hail its course — and hark ! 

She cries, forget me not. 
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One sceptre spreads its shielding power^ 
Over each throbbing brow, 

Hibernians shamrock twines the flower 
We proudly love, and now 

She cries, forget me not. 

Oh ! shall that plaintive voice be heard 
Throughout the realms on high. 

Nor one warm pulse on earth, be stirred 
Responsive to her cry — 

Forget, forget me not ? 



THE SUNSET HOUR 

Hist ! 'tis a solemn hour ! 

This dreamy even-tide — 
Dark clouds across the western lower. 

Nor here — nor there abide. 
And o'er our path by silver moonbeam's paled, 
rut shadows tall — thin — ^vapoury — exhaled. 

The pulse of life is hushed. 
In the quick beat it told, 
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And feelings which anon had gushed 
From the pure fount of old, 
Lie stricken and subdued within the breast, 
Soothed by the breathing of a world at rest. 

It is an hour of mirth. 

To those who highly rate. 
The pomp and show of noble birth, 

The tinselry of state : 
Ah ! do the gay and thoughtless never feel. 
The unsped prowess of a worldling's weal ? 

It is an hour of grief — 

A soul is passing now 
The utmost verge of time — and brief, 

Mementoed words breathed low. 
Sink heavily upon an anguished heart. 
Watching beside that dying couch apart. 

An hour of dread to some, 
Whom pallid looks abide. 
In the deep shadow of a home. 
Once all their boast and pride : 
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How can they meet the looks of cahu despair^ 
A starving household cast around them there ? 

An hour of triumph too — 

There are who nobly plead 
With patriotism bold and true. 

Aye for these sons of need : 
God speed ye, faithful, noble-hearted band. 
The brightest heroes in our favored land ! 

To me what is the hour ? 

This waning blush of day, 
Falleth its tinge with radiant power, 

As melt its smiles away. 
Upon a course like his, who now retires, 
^Mid heaven's approving, glory-kindled fires ? 



THE SYMPATHY OF NATUEE. 

How beautiful this lower world ! 

With all its train of ill. 
The kindness of a Father^s hand. 

Bestows a blessing still : 
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There's a bright, blue sky for those who smile, 

A cloud for those who weep, 
A thousand precious sympathies. 

The failing heart to keep. 



How many a wild, uncultured flower. 

Wreathed on our childhood's brow, 
A brilliant flush of happiness. 

Did o'er our features throw; 
And as the blighting cares of life. 

Strengthened our hearts for toil. 
Up sprung new blossoms in our path. 

Upon the thorn-bound soil. 



'Tis even so— the deadly curse 

On fallen man entailed 
Has every gleam of blessedness. 

With fearful truth impaled ; 
And often must the writhing soul, 

A grievous burden bear — 
The pride and passion of the heart. 

Be humbled by a tear. 
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But never has that righteous ire, 

In all its wrath been poured 
Upon a world so fair as this. 

With bliss and glory stored : 
Avaunt, ye men, of darkling mien. 

Who scorn the gifts of heaven. 
And with an ingrate selfishness 

Despise the blessings given. 



Are there not bright and laughing gleams 

Of sparkling sunshine, cast 
Upon the wavy, watery waste. 

Which binds our earthdom fast ? 
And thro* the curtain-folds of night. 

Transparent moonbeams sent. 
To keep their faithful, silent watch 

O^er eyes in slumber blent ? 



And when the joyous heart is full 
Of raptures all its own. 

Oh ! is there not a speaking look. 
On every object thrown ? 
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The boundless sea^ in wide expanse 

Pictures man^s mighty soul. 
Encroaching — restless — ^tempest tossed — 

Nought can its hopes control. 



And as the ether vault of heaven, — 

Pierced by the eaglets flight. 
Or soaring lark^s aspiring wing, — 

Smiles on his out-stretched sight. 
Ah ! does no high and lofty thought. 

His thirsting spirit fill ? 
A deep-toned power of sentiment, 

His heaving bosom thrill ? 



And if to pensiveness inclined — 

To soothe his wayward mood, 
The breezy whispers of the gale. 

Sweep o'er the ocean flood. 
Or fan with quivering, dying breath. 

The ^' laughter-loving flowers,^' 
Till nought disturbs the calm serene 

Of evening's quiet hours. 
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And then^ oh then, the truthful stars, 

Sweet " poetry of heaven,'^ 
With all their placid gentleness. 

For man^s kind solace given. 
Beam blessedly upon his path. 

Like crystal lamps of hght. 
To guide the wanderer to his home, 

Above the seraph's flight. 



The poor — ^who seldom dream of bliss. 

May drink the pure, fresh air. 
Their half-clad children cull the buds 

To twine their matted hair. 
And in the sunshine gleam forget. 

The tears which often flow — 
Ah ! httle else of blessedness 

Their weary hearts may know. 



Oh I Nature, be it thine to soothe 
The chequered scenes of life, 

A sympathizing look I crave 
In every hour of strife; 



SIR JAMES GEAHAM^S "OLIVE BRANCH/^ 125 

And may I list in softest tone^ 

Thy gentle spirit sends. 
The " still, small voice^^ of Him, who yet 

Each ray of glory blends. 



SIE JAMES GBAHAFS "OLIVE BEANCH." 

So he designated his *^ Amended Factories'* Education Bill in the 

Session of 1843 ;'*'* and on presenting it expressed a hope thai its 

opponents would learn to '* love one anoiher,'^ 

And is it an olive branch ? prithee. Sir James, 

The precious similitude prove; 
In this age of invention, and counterfeit names. 

Sure the raven is changed to a dove I 

Perhaps we need tell you, that in days of yore. 

In th^ ardor of victor/s glow. 
Rich chaplets of olive in triumph they bore. 

To bind on the conqueror^s brow. 

Now if ymirs were in nature, in spirit as true, 
As what you would have us believe. 

We would joyfully cherish the honor that's due. 
And tV victor's proud garland receive. 
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But is it so ? doth not its verdure belie. 
The peace-breathing name you have given ? 

What mean the huge prickles and thorns we descry, 
Are these the endowments of heaven ? 

Full oft have we read our blessed Saviour'scommand, 
Which you in your wisdom pourtray. 

And hundreds of thousands have joined hand in 
That precept to shield and obey. [hand. 

It may be. Sir James, you^ve forgotten to look. 

On all that those pages approve, 
And know not we^re taught in that same hallowed 

" Without dissimulation to love/' [book. 

Now wherefore pretend that affection to feel. 
Which binds Christian spirits in one ; 

And deaf to the voice of a nation's appeal. 
This " olive branch'' send to atone ? 

What ! shall iron-bound slaves touch Britannia's 
And feci every manacle fall, [lov'd shore. 

And a Briton be doomed to sohcit the power. 
On th' God of his fathers to call ? 
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WeVe hearts that are free as the breezes which play 
With th^ billows that sportively roll; — 

You may fetter and bind the frail casket of clay, 
^ui never can fetter the soul! 

Our forefathers suflFered, and struggled, and fought 

For freedom — that birthright of heaven. 
Their disengaged mantle our spirits have caught. 
And if with our lives sacred rights must be bought, 
Our last drop of blood shall be given ! 

HOME! 

Written during a short residence in Ireland. 

Oh! where is home? in that deep treasured spot. 

Where the glance of affection is bright. 
And the tenderest smiles which enhven our lot. 

Shed around us their softening light ; 
Where sincerity's wafted in sympathy's sigh. 

To lessen the anguish of wo. 
And the zephyrs are charged as they gently flit by. 

Some accents of love to bestow : 
Oh! thatdeeplylovedspot, which, whereverweroam. 
Is impressed on the heart, that spot we call home. 
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There the sky seems to smile more intensely serene^ 

The dew drops all sparkle more bright, 
The moonbeams more pensively silver the scene, 

The stars calmer watch o^er the night; 
There wreaths of rich blossom deck lovelier bowers. 

With beauty and grace intertwined, 
The birds chase more gaily the fugitive hoars. 

And soft sighs the whispering wind ; 
Yes, a halo of glory encircles that strand. 
Wherever it be, our own dear native land. 

And if in its sacred sepulchres, one sleeps* 

Most loved, most admired while on earth, 
A still stricter vigil fond memory keeps, 

O^er that tomb of unparalleled worth ; 
For deeply engraved are the tablets of love 

In a faithful, affectionate heart, 
And painful endearments will too often prove. 

The last from the bosom to part. 
Though shades of deep sadness may darken that spot. 
Yet the " home of the heart^' can ne^er be forgot. 

* In reference to a beloved sister. 
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Thenblamenot the warmthof astranger^s lone heart, 

If (severed from all she holds dear) 
Midst smiles and caresses new friends may impart, 

Undisguised falls the desolate tear; 
Tis dropped but in memory of those far away, 

Whose pulse beat in concert with hers — 
Oh ! suffer its weakness — ^it does but betray 

The faith which affection confers ; 
For wherever we wander, the land of our birth 
Will still be the dearest, best gem upon earth. 

Thus you, my dear Bessie, love Brings green isle. 

And often your tresses entwine. 
With a garland of shamrock, still pledging the while. 

Hand and heart at Hibernians shrine ; 
But the bright, blushing rose of Britannia^s loved 

Oh ! bind in a chaplet for me, [shore, 

I would feel its soft pressure, till exiled no more, 

I hail the dear "land of the free;^^ 
Oh! throughout the wide world aswe fugitive roam. 
The heart, the true pole-star, still points to its home. 
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But still there ^8 a holier, happier spot. 

The ^^home of the blessed^' on high. 
Where the withering accents of grief enter not,. 

Nor passeth the breath of a sigh ; 
With victorious palms there a numberless throng. 

Redeemed from all nations shall come. 
And tuning their harps to the " ever new song,'' 

Find heaven their one happy home ; [band. 
There, there, my dear friend, 'midst that glorified 
Redeemed by one Saviour, may you and I stand. 
And find our best home in that far ^^ better land." 



THE FALL OF THE LEAF. 



Autumn winds are slowly creeping, 
O'er the billow's crested foam, . 

Deepening shades are proudly keeping 
Watch around our island home. 

And o'er the blush of Nature's face, 

A gathering tinge of gloom, we trace. 
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An archer rideth swiftly by. 

Upon a courser deadly pale, 
And wheresoever his arrows fly, 

Biseth a piercing wail ; 
For ever does his well-aimed blow. 
Lay some devoted victim low. 

The moisture of his tainted breath. 

Infects the viewless air. 
And th* pallid hues of grisly death 

Are brooding darkly there ; 
They wreathe around our forest trees. 
And cast their foUage to the breeze. 

His bow is strung — ^and a crowned head, . 

Lies writhing in the dust ; 
The warrior on his gory bed 

Dehvers up his trust ; 
The smiling babe, and aged man. 
Shrink from his glances pale and wan. 

Youth, in its flush of confidence. 

The wily tyrant slays ; 
And childhood^s look of innocence. 

Too vainly pleads and prays ; 
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The tender mother falls beside 

The cherub boy, her boast and pride. 

The high-bom lady, velvet clad. 
Shrieks 'neath his fatal dart; 

The widow, desolate and sad. 
Lays bare her bleeding heart, — 

With her the bliss of life hath fled. 

She courts communion with the dead. 

A joyous train is passing by. 
With pomp and princely state ; 

The marksman lets an arrow fly. 
And bending to her fate, 

A wreathed brow grows blanched and cold. 

Ere yet her bridal vow is told. 

Some stand prepared in armour bright/ 

To meet their latest foe ; 
And some shrink back with wild affiright. 

Shrieking — oh must we go ? 
The monster^s law is short and brief. 
Fade, fade ye must, like yonder leaf. 
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TO E. G. 

ON HEE WEDDING-DAY. 

Full many a summer^s sun. 
Hath decked the eastern sky, 

Smee first we pledged our hearts in one. 
To live — ^to bleed — ^to die. 

How many smiles and tears. 

Have nestled in our breast, 
Hopes — sorrows — joys of vanished years 

Shall there for ever rest. 

But now a cruel fate. 

Is loosening every tie ; 
The fairy flowers we wreathed of late, 

Neglected — ^withered he. 

Ah ! such is human life ! 

A changing April day, 
The smiles of peace — ^the throes of strife 

In sportive union play. 
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We never deeply loved 

One fair, bright thing on earth, 
But from our grasp it wildly roved 

And chid our careless mirth. 

And thou art going too. 

Across the rolling tide ; 
Pve nought to say — to wish — to do, 

But bless thee as a bride ! 

Ah ! rest thee, selfish heart. 

Within thy narrow cell. 
Nor deepening shade of gloom impart 

To one thou lovest well. 

Nay, rather strike each chord. 
To love's subduing tone. 

The music of my parting word. 
Vibrate with that alone. 

Go — ^let thy footsteps wend 

Across the trackless sea. 
And be to him, — thy dearer friend. 

All thou hast been to me. 
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Go — shed p^er Erin^s isle, 

The beamings of thy love, 
And in the sunlight of her smile. 

Her full aflfection prove. 

Light be the clouds that sail 

Athwart thy deep blue sky. 
The ruthless storm that sweeps the vale, 

Pass thee but gently by. 

And when eartVs desert path. 

Thy weary feet have trod. 
Thine be the rest the mourner hath — 

The bosom of his God ! 



MEMOET. 

Does Memory never weave her spell 
Around the visions of the past. 
And echo back the hearths farewell 
To sungleams o'er their orbit cast ? 
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Aerial messengers firom heaven. 
Attend us wheresoever we roam ; 
Have they no silent message given. 
No whisper from our childhood^s home ? 

A voice is in the rushing wind, 

A smile upon the sun-ht sky, 

A hue upon the flowers we bind. 

To bring some loved remembrance nigh. 

Ah ! brighter eyes may beam around 
Than those which blessed our early love, 
But still upon the heart are found 
Those spirit-glances, nought can move. 

They pierced thro^ clouds of blackest shade. 
Were steadfast in the darksome hour. 
And though in distance now they fade. 
Fond memory gives them hving power. 

And while the restless pulse of life. 
Keeps faithfully its measured track. 
Each scene with joy or sadness rife. 
Shall throw its lengthened shadow back. 
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Ah ! me — ^how sad should Memory bind, 
In one imperishable tie, 
The broken vow — ^the look unkind. 
To chide — to chafe us Hill we die ! 

Oh ! let the holy bond of truth 
Seal every pledge — embalm each word ; 
Say not the thoughtless days of youth. 
Can nought but vanity record. 

Then, ^mid the thorny path we tread. 
Wide as our toilsome feet may stray. 
The blossoms once our own, shall shed 
Their odour e'en amid decay. 



"WEITE FOE ETEBNITY." 

Christian WUrufs. 

So would I write — ^not that the breath of fame. 
Should send aloft my poor, unhonored name. 
Upon the breezy laughings of the gale. 
Which scud the mountain — slumber in the vale. 
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Nay — ^rather would I tune my rude-toned lyre. 
To themes which angel harpings would inspire. 
And guide some wandering spirit by its strain. 
To realms where pure, unfading pleasures reign. 

The eye that wanders o'er this graven page. 
Is but an inlet to the heritage 
Of man's undying, spirit-hallowed shrine. 
Where judgment, reason, wit and love combine. 

Immortal spirit ! how debased the throne^ 
Where once the Great Eternal reigned alone ! 
Pride, passion, envy, unbelief and scorn, 
Usiirp the bliss to which thy soul was bom. 

And yet that spirit — deathless as the name 
Of Him, from whom its beating pulses came. 
Must live — aye, through thecountless yearsbeyond 
The death-doomed sealing of earth's fatal bond. 

Oh ! that I could with vital power imprint. 
This mighty thought, upon some heart besprint 
With all the hope and confidence of youth. 
Yet unawakened to the voice of truth. 
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Thy spirit, silly flatterer, in the beams 
Of worldly pleasure, might drink living streams 
Of vigor, health, and energy, from One 
Whose goodness thou dost gracelessly disown. 

Oh ! shall no calm reflection on his love 

Soften thy heart, its gratitude to prove ! 

No startling terror of his justice, crave 

A moment's thought, ere yet thou find'st a grave? 

Know, that for thee a Saviour's eye hath wept 
Compassionating tears — ^and faithful kept 
His pledged allegiance to his Father given. 
For man to die, that man might enter heaven. 

'That bleeding cross I its shadow deep reclines 
In long impressive, unextinguished lines. 
Upon the surface of our sin-struck earth. 
Pleading its own imperishable worth. 

Oh ! that its sweet, attractive power may draw 
Thy humbled soul, in love, adoring awe. 
And grateful worship, at his feet to bend. 
Who styles himself the wretched sinner's friend. 
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Fause^ gentle reader^ one reflection more^ 
Within thy soul's recess, oh ! kindly store; 
My hmnble mnse (however wild her note) 
Hath struck a chords which shall unending float- 
Throughout the region of Eternity, 
And may perchance affect thy destiny ! 
Another warning on thy soul engraved. 
Points to atoning blood — and cries, Be saved ! 



CLOUDS AND SUNSHINE. 



What, though the clouds around thy path, 

Are dense and black. 
An unseen hand, in guidance hath 

Their destined track. 

They may not burst, unless his will 

Empowers the deed ; 
And strength his spirit shall instil. 

In hour of need. 
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Oh ! is there not a rainbow bright 

Amid the storm. 
To shield us with its steady light, 

From fear of harm ? 

And has not many a cloud passed by 

In days of yore. 
Whose frown upon thy azure sky. 

An impress bore ? 

Oh ! let not blinding tears bedim 

Thy wistftd sight ; 
Nor fail thy confidence in Him, 

Who doeth right. 

The darkest shadows do but hide. 

The sunshine gleam. 
By which their coy illusions glide 

Into trutVs beam. 

Ah ! let no murmurs e'er invite. 

The angry frown 
Of Him, who yet a pure, '^bright light,^' 

Is pouring down. 
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Thy troubled spirit yet shall feel^ 

He meant thee good. 
Though deaf to sorrow^s wild appeal^ 

He firmly stood. 

Let faith and hope be alway strongs 

Within thy breast ; 
A ray of sunshine shall ere long 

Upon thee rest. 



"A NAME WBITTEN IN HEAVEN." 

The chronicles of olden time, 

Emblazon deeds of &me, 
And brightly on th' historic page, 

Shines many an honored name. 

How proudly pants th^ ambitious soul 
To grace some hallowed shrine : 

Etherial spark ! thy high resolve. 
Betokens thee divine. 
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Oh I let the laurel chaplet wave, 
Bestained with tears and blood, 

For warriors, who, nor higher prize, 
Nor hope have understood. 

The glory of a world's renown. 
Shed o'er the monarch's brow ; 

And at the statesman's thorn-pressed feet, 
A nation's homage throw. 

The myrtle and acanthus leaf. 

In rosy fillets bind. 
For those who bum with eager zeal, 

T' expand th' immortal mind. 

But what are glories such as these. 

To deathless spirits given ? 
Oh ! what compared with that reward, 

A name inscribed in heaven ? 

The laurel wreath will quickly fade — 

The thunder of applause 
Be silenced in the shades of death. 

Or hail some new-bom cause. 
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But ever shall that graven scroll^ 

In words of living lights 
The purchase of a Saviour's blcfpd^ 

Be present to our sight. 

The patriarch — ^prophet — ^martyr band^ 
Whose prowess few would dare — 

And some we loved on earthy have each 
A title written there. 

Oh ! let the holy purpose ne'er 
From human hearts be riven. 

To have, by faith in Jesu's cross, 
A name enrolled in heaven. 

HYMN. 

Sung at the opening of a Sabba£k School-room, 

Oh ! condescend great King of Kings, 
To shelter with thy fostering wings. 

This newly-raised abode; 
Keveal thy glory we implore 
Thy hallowed breath — ^we need no more 

To sanctify. Oh ! God. 
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To thee we consecrate the hours^ 
The talents, influence, and powers 

Combined and centred here; 
Oh ! visit with thy Spirit's grace. 
The precincts of this sacred place, 

Erected in thy fear. 

May youthful footsteps here be led. 
In wisdom's pleasant path to tread, 

A Saviour's name to love; 
And when these walls no more retain 
Their breathing forms — with thee to reign 

May each be found above ! 



THOUGHT. 



Thought! mighty thought! thousoul-reflectedshrine! 
Thy searching depths — ^thy soaring heights combine 
To stamp thine essence with the God-head's breath. 
And bear thee onward through the " pass of death." 
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Thou wilt not die, as do the things of earth — 
Immortal in the dawning of thy birth, 
Thy spirit-home from the Eternal One 
Derived its being, and must aye live on. 

Bold thought of genius ! who can chain thy flight, ' 
Or check the struggles of thy conscious might ? 
Bursting the fetters which confine thee here, 
Thyout-stretchedpinionsseeksomeheaven-bom sphere. 

Unsatiated by deep draughts of lore. 
Thy thirsting spirit sighs and pants for more. 
And torturing racks the aching, fevered brain, 
Some loftier heights of knowledge to attain. 

Mysterious power ! that holds the distant friend 
In fellowship of feeling, nought can rend; 
Annihilates the bounds of time and space. 
Some faded vision of the past to trace. 

How oft methinks thine emanations bind 

A mystic spell upon the rustling wind. 

By which the tones — so cherished and so dear 

From those we love, seem whispering in our ear. 
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^Tis thus perchance that gentle spirits borne 
From earth to heaven, leaving ns forlorn, 
Bring messages of hope, and truth, and love, 
From the pure fount of blessedness above. 

They, by a soft, invisible control. 

Touch the deep pulses of the inmost soul, 

'Till blending thought with thought, oiu* musings soar 

To the bright regions where they weep no more. 

Oh ! if not thus — ^why in secluded hour 
Should passion lull — and tenderness steal o'er 
The softened spirit — HiU the trembling tear 
Pleads for dismission from its wonted sphere. 

We are alone — ^the world of human life. 
With noise and turmoil, grief and sadness rife. 
Is hushed to quiet by the crimson blush 
Which o'er the sunbeam's parting glances rush. 

We are alone — ^yet no — ^the busy thought. 
Ever our guest, hath some memento brought 
Of days and hours, long curtained by the shade. 
Which death's dark pall, or hopeless sorrow made. 
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The vision long entombed comes forth to lights 
With vivid freshness courts our wondering sight ; 
We bless the power that can such scenes recall 
From hades veiled^ and spirit-peopled hall. 

It may be that time's ever-rolling tide^ 

Shall bear some well-beloved ones from our side^ 

And leave us o'er their faithlessness to weep. 

Or mourn the silence of their death-stamped sleep : 

Still — thought shall with a resurrection power. 
Revive the slumbers of each sunshine hour, 
When hope and truth the fleeting moments blest. 
Without a shadow on their flight to rest. 

Treasure such thoughts — a solace may they prove 
In the drear hour of unrequited love. 
When chafed and chastened by the world's cold frown 
Thou'rt left to strive and stiruggle on alone ! 
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THE POWEE OF THE CEOSS. 



The Cross ! oh ! what attractive power 

Lives in its hallowed name^ 
Nations and tribes of every age 

Its energy proclaim : 
Long since on Judah^s crowded hill, 

Beneath a blushing sky, 
Mystery of mysteries ! — Jesus bleed ! 

Emanuel stooped to die ! 

Ages have rolled their burdened breath, 

Adown the stream of time. 
And thousand deeds of high import. 

Done in that eastern clime 
Have perished — but this wondrous tale, 

Repeated o^er and o^er. 
Hath won the ear and heart of man, 

On every sin-struck shore. 
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The savage from the southern isle. 

The slave from Afric^s coast. 
The Brahmin, and the proud Chinese, 

Who worldly wisdom boast; 
The Indian from the pathless wood. 

The European pale. 
Have wept (nought else could make them weep) 

O^er Calvary's touching tale. 



The monarch in his thirst for power. 

Hath laid his septre down 
At feet of Him, whose forehead wore 

A thorn-encircled crown ; 
The peasant in his tattered garb. 

With heavy, grief-worn breast. 
In Him who knew what sorrow was. 

Has sought, and found true rest. 



The proud man, who had scorned to bend, 

Before an earthly shrine. 
With soul subdued — in rapture owns 

That Jesus is divine : 
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He who in thought, and word, and deed. 

Lived for himself alone, 
Hath learnt from Him, who self abjured, 

A nobler plea to own. 



The worldling, who in pleasure sought 

His happiness complete. 
Has found his dearest, sweetest home. 

To be at Jesu's feet : 
The formalist, who frequent prayed, 

But never understood, 
Renouncing all his fancied worth. 

Now pleads a Saviour's blood. 



The aged sire, whope tottering step 

Conducts him to the grave. 
Bending before that hallowed cross. 

Feels it has power to save : 
The youthful bosom fired with hope, 

A trusting look has given 
To Him, who once suspended there. 

Now pleads for him in heaven. 
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Still shall that wondrous tale be told^ 

The " spacious earth around/' 
Till every son of Adam hears 

Its p^acefcd^ blissful sound : 
And every knee before that cross^ 

Shall yet in prayer be bent, 
Acknowledging no other name, 

For man's salvation sent. 

Thou precious cross ! oh I may my heart, 

Feel thine attractive power. 
Amid the flattering smiles of earth. 

As in its dreariest hour; 
And when around death's well-strung bow. 

My feeble heart-strings play. 
Thou bleeding cross ! thou dying Lamb ! 

Be thou my only stay ! 



THE END. 
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